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TRANSLATOR'S NOTE

Gérard de Nerval made a name for himself at age twenty with his translation of 

Johann Wolfgang von Goethe's Faust. Though, in his translator's preface, he claims to 

have made the translation simply for the sake of what one might call “accessibility,”1 and 

though his knowledge of German was less than fluent, Nerval's rendering of Goethe's 

masterpiece was a hit—in fact, even Goethe himself apparently enjoyed the young 

Gérard's translation.2

Goethe is not neutral about translation. In 1819, less than ten years before Nerval's 

Faust, he published the West-Eastern Divan, including a short treatise on the three 

“epochs of translation.”3 The first epoch, that of plain prose translation, “acquaints us 

with the foreign country on our own terms” by “neutraliz[ing] the formal characteristics 

of any sort of poetic art and reduc[ing] even the most exuberant waves of poetic 

enthusiasm to still water” (“Translations” 64). Nerval's translation of Faust, which is 

itself a prose translation of a verse play, falls within this category, particularly when 

compared to the other two epochs: the “parodistic” epoch wherein “the translator 

endeavors to transport himself into the foreign situation but actually only appropriates the 

foreign idea and represents it as his own” (64) and the “final and highest of the three” 

when “the goal of the translation is to achieve perfect identity with the original, so that 

the one does not exist instead of the other but in the other's place” (65). Despite his 

1 The two preceding French translations of Faust were serialized, while Nerval's appeared in one volume.
2 For many years, Nerval was known simply as “Gérard, traducteur de Faust” – “Gérard, translator of 

Faust” (Béguin 12).
3 The term “epoch” is a bit misleading: Goethe explains that “in every literature all of these three epochs 

are found to repeat and reverse themselves, as well as exist simultaneously” (“Translation” 65).
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seemingly harsh words about the plain prose epoch, Goethe does appreciate it: “in our 

everyday lives, and without our realizing what is happening to us – by lending our lives a 

nobler air – it genuinely uplifts us” (64). 

Yet, others tell us that Nerval's “poetic intuition grasps the sense as well as the 

literal meaning of Goethe's text and renders it with all its beauty intact within the limits 

inherent to any translation” (Dubruck 79). Théophile Gautier, who lauds Nerval's prose, 

agrees: “Le style de Gérard était une lampe qui apportait la lumière dans les ténèbres de 

la pensée et du mot. Avec lui, l'allemand, sans rien perdre de sa couleur ni de sa 

profondeur, devenait français par la clarté” (Gautier 12).4 Haskell Block does not deny 

that “his prose is supple, nuanced, and evocative” (Block 117), even going so far as to say 

that “[s]ometimes Nerval can make prose do the work of poetry” (118), but still asserts 

that “it cannot match Goethe's poetry” (117). Be that as it may, Nerval does not seem to 

have completely “reduce[d] even the most exuberant waves of poetic enthusiasm to still 

water,” but instead to have preserved at least some of that exuberance. Nerval's is 

certainly not a parodistic translation, nor is it the third type, “correspond[ing] to the 

various dialects, rhythms, meters, and prosaic idioms in the original” (“Translations” 65)

—instead, it approximates those dialects, rhythms, meters, and idioms. Indeed, that is the 

job of a plain prose translation: it “acquaints us with the foreign country on our own 

terms” (64), i.e. it approximates the foreign in the domestic. Nerval's is a shining example 

of the plain prose translation—accomplishing no more than an approximation of the 

4 “Gérard's style was a lamp that brought light into the shadows of thought and word. With him, German
—losing none of its color or its depth—became French by his light.” (this and all of the other 
translations in this note are mine)
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German, but doing it skillfully—and Goethe appreciated it as such.

That Goethe approved of Nerval's translation demonstrates Nerval's adherence to 

the translation theory of both his time and his source author—unsurprising since he was 

“seriously concerned with theoretical as well as practical aspects of translation” (117). 

My translation of Nerval's work strives for the same goal: adherence to the source 

author's (Nerval's) theory of translation, at least as far as Faust is concerned.

Nerval translated many works from German to French in his lifetime. I have 

chosen to focus specifically upon his original, 1828 translation of Faust for a couple of 

reasons. First, it was his most highly acclaimed translation, and therefore perhaps the 

most deserving of mimicry. Second, Faust is notably related to at least one of the stories 

in this collection, as Dubruck points out: he says that “The Enchanted Hand” “represents 

a reproduction in miniature of the essential situation in Faust” (Dubruck 82); he is 

referring to the similar contracts between Eustace and Gonin in the one and Faust and 

Mephistopheles in the other. Michel Brix extends the relationship between Faust and 

Nerval's work to include all three stories, saying, “En 1852, Contes et Facéties proposait 

au public français trois petits récits faustiens les invitant à refermer leurs traités 

d'ésotérisme, à accepter leur destinée et à travailler au bonheur en ce monde”(Brix 21).5 

Faust, and Nerval's translational style at the time of its publication in 1828, therefore 

seemed the most appropriate focal point for my translation of Nerval.6

5 “In 1852, Tales and Farces offered the French public three little Faustian stories, inviting them to close 
their esoteric treatises, to accept their destiny and to work toward pleasure in this world.

6 One last reason: Nerval translated Faust at an age very close to my own, calling it “un travail assidu 
d'écolier” [“a schoolboy's painstaking work”] (“Préface de la quatrième édition” 23) just as mine is. The 
aesthetics of that mirroring seem pleasing to me.
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My primary translational decision is to follow Nerval's translational decisions, 

whenever possible. Unable to speak German and compare his rendering of Faust with the 

original, I have been forced to utilize other means of determining and mimicking Nerval's 

translational style. Most important are his own words, primarily through his preface to 

the text. His adherence to his own ideals is debatable in places, and I mention those as 

they become relevant, but I choose to follow his ideals over his practice because I believe 

that the former is more indicative of his translational style. Though he may deviate in 

places, whatever Nerval says is the appropriate way to translate seems, to me at least, to 

be what he considers “correct”—regardless of the occasional, situation-specific departure 

from those ideals—and are therefore what I consider “correct” in imitating his style. 

When Nerval himself does not address an issue, I have made use of secondary sources 

and the kindness of German-speaking friends to evaluate his translational style.

First and foremost is his insistence on “exactness,” a vexed term in the field of 

translation. Nerval himself uses it in the introduction to his translation: “on pourra 

contester le talent [de mon travail], mais non l'exactitude” (“Préface de la Première 

Édition” 2).7 In partial explanation of what he means by “l'exactitude,” Nerval dismisses 

a prior translation of Faust for having “trop négligé . . . la fidélité qu'un traducteur doit à 

l'original,” (2)8 and though the use of “fidelity” hardly helps in the confused vernacular of 

translation theory, he does contrast this “fidelity” with the “style harmonieux, 

[l']expression élégante et souvent heureuse” (2)9 that exists in its place. We can therefore 

7 “the talent [of my work] may be contested, but not the exactitude.”
8 “overly neglected . . . the fidelity that a translator owes to the original”
9 “[the] harmonious style, the elegant and often pleasant phrasing”
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deduce that he means a literalness, a fidelity to the author's words: what Eugene Nida 

might call formal equivalence.10 This preference on Nerval's part is unsurprising, since 

Goethe—Nerval's role model—himself criticizes a translator who “took certain liberties 

as well, transposing motifs, which the trained aesthetic eye immediately discovers and 

condemns” (“Translations” 66). Yet, “exactness” in this sense is not absolute to Nerval. 

He translates Faust, a play in verse, into a prose text—clearly at odds with strict formal 

equivalence. Still, most critics seem to agree that he manages “to capture as much of the 

poetry of the original as possible” (Dubruck 76), but not in a foreignizing way—see, for 

instance, Gautier's praise above.  In other words, he also tends to achieve what Nida calls 

functional equivalence.

In order to achieve exactness, in the Nervalian sense of the word, I translate every 

paragraph, sentence, and word as similarly to the original French as possible without 

creating odd-sounding English. Thus, when the green monster is born, his parents are 

troubled by “a caudal appendage that at first seemed to be simply the extension of his 

coccyx” (72). The words themselves may surprise readers—“caudal appendage” and 

“coccyx” don't often appear in fiction—but the phrasing of the English is normal, despite 

the scientific vocabulary.

At the same time, retaining the poetry of the original is an important concern. 

“The Green Monster” again provides a fitting example:

10 Nida, a biblical translation scholar, coined the terms “formal” and “dynamic” (or “functional”) 
equivalence. He explained that, in a formal equivalent, “the translator attempts to reproduce as literally 
and meaningfully as possible the form and content of the original,” while a dynamic or functional 
equivalent “aims at complete naturalness of expression, and tries to relate the receptor [i.e., target 
audience] to modes of behavior relevant within the context of his own culture” (Nida 156).
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He took his sword in his teeth, a pistol in each hand, and ventured down 
the stairs.

The most extraordinary spectacle awaited him when he reached the cellar 
floor.

The bottles were all engaged in a frenetic dance, forming the most graceful 
figures.

Bottles with green seals depicted men, and bottles with red seals depicted 
women.

There was even an orchestra set up there, on the bottle rack.

Each line is its own paragraph. This style may seem jarring to English-speakers—it 

almost certainly was and is for French-speakers—but it is the particular “poetry” of the 

story. Why Nerval chooses such a halting style to transcribe the story is beyond my scope 

here; he does, and in preserving his poetry along with his words, I attempt to recreate it.

There are, of course, other decisions of Nerval's to follow. In the introduction to 

his translation of Faust, Nerval explains that he has chosen not to illuminate the text's 

many allusions, noting that even Germans are unlikely to understand them all: “il est 

reconnu que Faust renferme certains passages, certaines allusions, que les Allemands 

eux-mêmes ne peuvent comprendre” (“Préface de la première édition” 2).11 I accept and 

duplicate Nerval's decision with some remorse since his similarly ubiquitous allusions 

often add depth to his tales. It pains me to think that certain references, like the hidden 

leitmotif of oak trees in “The Queen of the Fish” via mentions of Thor, the Druids, and 

the uncle's name, may be lost on some (or most) readers.12 Nevertheless, yielding to his 

decisions is the role I have established for myself, and despite painful moments like 

these, I still think its purpose—to remain true to Nerval's decisions—justifies the tradeoff.

11 “it is recognized that Faust hides certain passages, certain allusions, that Germans themselves do not 
understand.”

12 As this sentence demonstrates, I couldn't quite bring myself to let this particular string of allusions 
remain completely unexplained.
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To express a similar conviction the young translator criticizes a prior French 

Faust translator for “les suppressions nombreuses qu'il s'est permis d'y faire,”13 

explaining that “il vaut mieux, je crois, s'exposer à laisser quelques passages singuliers ou 

incompréhensibles, que de mutiler un chef-d'oeuvre” (2).14 Following Nerval's suggestion 

(and agreeing wholeheartedly with the sentiment) I leave no passage behind in my 

translation. Unfortunately, here is a case where the Frenchman neglects his own ideal. 

Dubruck points out that “[t]he translation cannot be called complete in the sense that it 

reproduces every line of the original; long passages are sometimes compressed in such a 

way as to cause a few lines to disappear” (Dubruck 77). Though not a catastrophic breach 

of his own rules, it is still important to note that Nerval is flexible about adhering to this 

particular ideal. Nevertheless, I refrain from such “compressions” (or omissions), 

rationalizing—true or not—that it is a necessity in order for Nerval to convert verse to 

prose and, regardless of the truth of that rationalization, because in my translations his 

ideal takes precedence over his practice.

On another note, in Faust, Nerval turns most German proper nouns into French 

proper nouns, so that Margarete becomes Marguerite, for example. I follow this rule to 

the best of my abilities, turning “La Place Dauphine” into “The Dauphine Plaza,” “Henri 

le Grand” into “Henry the Great,” and “Eustache” into “Eustace.” Certain names remain 

in French, like the terms for money, because there is no English equivalent of “écu.” Still 

other names—though this is uncommon—remain in French to eliminate confusion, so 

13 “the numerous deletions he allowed himself to make”
14 “it is better, I believe, to risk leaving some passages strange or incomprehensible than to mutilate a 

masterpiece.”
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that the Pont Neuf remains the Pont Neuf instead of the New Bridge: if it is known 

outside of France, it is under the name Pont Neuf, just as Notre Dame is known as such, 

and not as “Our Lady.” The same is true of people so that, for example, François Villon 

keeps his name, since an English-speaker would know him by no other. When a place 

name does not translate, like Chatelet, I leave it in French—having no model from 

Nerval, I have made this decision myself, solely on the basis of wanting to avoid 

inventing new names or spellings. Finally, following Nerval's lead with names like 

Wagner, which he renders Vagner (an orthography that makes more sense in French), I 

change the spellings of certain names in the hopes of clarifying their pronunciation for 

English readers: for example, Chevassut has become Shevassue to avoid confusion about 

the “sh” sound at the beginning and the silent “t” at the end. These decisions create what 

may seem to be an odd jumble of correctly-spelled French names, French names with 

altered spelling, and English names, but my choices do follow the rules outlined above.

Though I attempt to remain true to Nerval's own decisions as a translator, in at 

least one case I feel compelled to deviate. According to Dubruck, Nerval tends to 

eliminate references to Germany in order “to increase the poem's universality and hence 

make it more attractive to the non-German reader” (Dubruck 78). I decided that such a 

feat would be infeasible in these stories. They are all so firmly entrenched in their settings 

that to uproot them would not only dampen their potency and skew their essence, it 

would complicate my translation to no end. For instance, if I were to remove references 

to Paris in “The Green Monster,” it would force me to make far more significant changes: 

would the Vauvert devil still be appropriate, since he is (as the story tells us) a historically 
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Parisian figure? If not him, then who? What about the catacombs, which don't necessarily 

exist outside of Paris? And so on. Indeed, I believe that this decision allows me to better 

adhere to Nervalian exactness by limiting the number of changes I would be forced to 

make. If Nerval's translation could be called exact while still eliminating references to 

Germany—and therefore deviating from Goethe's text—then my decision to retain 

geographical references is certainly more exact than the alternative.

Still, despite the occasional deviation, Nerval remains my focal point. Fidelity to 

his decisions gives these translations something I consider unique and interesting. It also 

solves the problem of remaining faithful to his words (word-for-word translation) versus 

remaining faithful to his meaning (sense-for-sense translation) by remaining faithful to 

his translation. This approach differentiates my translational style from others. The 

stories, too, differ from the prior English translations that I have found. This discovery is 

hardly surprising: since no other translator apparently intends to duplicate Nerval's 

translational decisions,15 and since the number of decisions any given translator must 

make is large, it is to be expected that these renderings would be unsatisfactory from the 

perspective of someone using Nerval's translation as his metric.

Alfred MacAdam's rendering of “The Enchanted Hand” in Italo Calvino's 

collection, Fantastic Tales: Visionary and Everyday, comes closest to my own. His 

unwillingness to cut opaque allusions or compress confusing portions of the text would 

infinitely please Nerval. Indeed, even MacAdam's syntax and diction come close to my 

15 In fact, not a single translator commented on his or her translational style. Still, comparison of their 
translations with Nerval's style demonstrates that the other English translations utilized different 
translational strategies than Nerval.
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own, so that where my translation is,

Eustace replied to this that his opponent insulted his courage with such a 
threat, and that he now had twice as much reason to duel. He added that the 
problem was nothing more than that he had been unable to find someone who 
would serve as his second (50)

MacAdam's is,

Eustache answered that his adversary offended his valor with such a threat, 
that it doubled the motive for the duel. He added that the obstacle was 
nothing more than his not having found someone to be his second. 
(MacAdam 166)

I prefer my own (of course), because of certain freedoms that McAdam takes, deviating 

from the French when it is unnecessary—for instance, the word “to serve” definitely 

appears in the French (“servir”), yet McAdam's leaves it out. I would consider his 

deviations mostly within the range of Nerval's ideals; still, there are frequent enough 

missteps that I feel it fails to do justice to Nervalian “exactness.” For instance, at one 

point in the story Nerval uses the phrase “plus étonné qu'un fondeur de cloches,” meaning 

“more startled than a bell founder.” The Fantastic Tales translation omits this interesting 

phrase, substituting simply, “mute in astonishment” (173). It does so presumably because 

the phrase makes little sense in English; yet it's not much more common in French. In 

fact, it is so uncommon that the Pléiade edition of the story sees fit to create an 

explanatory note, stating, “Les fondeurs de cloches sont parfois frappés d'étonnement, 

lorsqu'ils ouvrent le moule de la cloche et constatent qu'elle est fendue ou fêlée”16 

(Steinmetz 1135). The omission, though not expressly forbidden by Nerval, does seem to 

go against both the ideals of “exactness” and the refusal to eliminate or explain opaque 

16 “Bell founders are sometimes struck with astonishment when they open the clock's mold and notice that 
it is split or cracked.”
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allusions. Instances like this—and the use of French names in place of English ones—

cause the translation to deviate from Nerval's style.

“The Green Monster” is by far the most often translated of the three stories. I have 

found at least four different English versions of the tale. They range from an 1859 

translation by Charles Astor Bristed that invents a new piece of the moral—“and both 

[were thus punished] for their intemperance” (Bristed 123)—to Alissa Heyman's 

“adaptation and abridgment” (Heyman 2) in The Big Book of Horror: 21 Tales to Make 

You Tremble, an illustrated children's book that destroys the rhythm and removes the 

allusions, along with many, many other changes. The versions by Helen Constantine and 

Liz Heron are much more exact, largely retaining the rhythm of Nerval's French and 

rendering even the most oblique passages. Nevertheless, they both fall prey to certain 

Nervalian no-nos. At the start of Heron's version, for instance, she makes the bizarre 

stylistic decision to include the original French, followed by the English translation in 

parentheses: “'C'est au diable Vauvert! Allez au diable Vauvert!' (The devil Vauvert's got  

it! Go ask the devil Vauvert!)” (Heron 249). As with McAdam's deviation, this issue is not 

explicitly addressed by Nerval. Still, it seems clearly counter to Nerval's ideals to leave 

the French in the story as Heron does. Indeed, at one point in Nerval's Faust, 

Mephistopheles quotes a German proverb in French: “Le proverbe dit : Une maison qui 

est à vous, et une brave femme, sont précieuses comme l'or et les perles” (128). The 

situation is similar in that both are translations of sayings from the source language. Yet, 

while Nerval simply translates his saying, Heron chooses to include both the source and 

target languages. Aside from this particular moment of oddness, both Heron and 
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Constantine also tend to add footnotes to explain allusions, contrary to Nerval's ideal.

“The Queen of the Fish” has only been translated once, as far as I can tell, and 

that translation is about as free as they come. Here are the first lines of my translation 

(which I consider quite close to Nerval's original French):

Once there was a little boy and a little girl who sometimes met on the banks 
of the little rivers in the Valois countryside, in the middle of the Villers-
Cotterêts. The boy's uncle, a lumberjack named Twist-Oak, forced him to 
gather dead wood. The girl's parents sent her to catch little eels that the 
season's subsiding waters allowed her to glimpse in the silt.

Compare that with the first lines of Margaret Rust's translation:

Long ago, in the days when the fairies were wont to prove the truth of 
dreams to others besides the dreamers, a little woodcutter lay sleeping on the 
bank of a river. The sun moved around from East to West playing with the 
shapes of the tree shadows on the grass, driving them round from West to 
East and from short to long, but the boy slept on.17

It's not that Rust's translation scrambles the order of the original tale (though it certainly 

does that): none of the preceding quotation exists anywhere in Nerval's version, besides 

the fact that the little boy sleeps. He does not sleep along the riverbank (that we know of

—his sleep is not part of the action in the French), fairies play no particular role, and the 

sun is quite ignored. Exactness, as Nerval uses the term, is perhaps the least accurate 

description possible.

The observations I've made about the other English translations of these stories 

are not necessarily meant as criticisms. Indeed, I find Heyman's “The Green Monster” 

very fun to read, and I find Rust's “The Queen of the Fishes” in many ways more 

enchanting than my own (or Nerval's). I wish only to point out how the others differ from 

17 Her translation of the title is “The Queen of the Fishes” while I translate it with the more usual “Fish.”
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mine, to demonstrate how my translations are unique and not redundant.

It is surprising that redundancy is even a question: compared to his translations 

and poetry, Nerval is not known for his fiction. The stories comprising Tales and Farces 

are, in particular, not well known in the English-speaking world—but they should be. 

Though not flawless, these tales are certainly enjoyable. Why else would their previous 

English publications have been in commercial, thematic collections like these? Nerval 

himself recognized their virtues, leading him to publish this volume; every story had been 

previously published, and Nerval was simply looking to make a few bucks off his earlier 

work—a futile endeavor if they were not fun tales to read.18

I hope, therefore, that leisurely readers will not be put off by the following 

section, which deals mainly with translation theory. These stories, and my approach to 

translating them, may be of interest to academics, but that does not preclude them from 

casual readers' enjoyment. Take from this volume what you will: I hope you are pleased 

with what you find.

18 That these stories were not written with each other in mind also explains their strikingly different styles. 
Readers of this translation will notice a change from the long, complex sentences of “The Enchanted 
Hand” to the more abrupt sentence-paragraphs of “The Green Monster” to the more flowing prose of 
“The Queen of the Fish.” This variety of narration is similarly present in the French.
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SYNTHESIZING TRANSLATION

Introduction

One need think only of Jerome's Letter to Pammachius to realize that the divide 

between translation and theory has always been a wide one. In it, Jerome defends his 

decisions as translator against critics who espouse a certain ideal, just as modern theorists 

do. Yet, translation practice and theory, though seemingly at odds, share certain vital 

characteristics. Theory does not merely feed off of practice just as practice does not 

merely serve to catalyze theory. They are not simply complementary. Rather, when theory 

and practice come into conflict, they illuminate a similar motivation, a shared intent. This 

overlap is by no means coincidental: together, theory and practice represent concrete 

instances of some underlying desire to make the incomprehensible comprehensible. In 

other words, just as translation attempts to render linguistically incomprehensible ideas 

into a more comprehensible system (for the target group, that is), translation theory 

strives to accomplish the same by addressing the methodology and ultimate result of the 

former. The synthesis, in the Hegelian sense, of these two sides of translation creates 

something like Walter Benjamin's pure language—but for translation—which I will call 

“pure translation.”

The Hegelian triad of “thesis, antithesis, synthesis” is indeed an appropriate 

method for examining translation as a whole. In the dialectic, two necessarily opposing 

notions are “synthesized” or “sublated”—the German term, Aufhebung, which is 

generally translated as “sublation,” “simultaneously means in German 'to cancel', 'to 
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preserve', and 'to raise up'” (Audi 368). Though not strictly opposite—French is not the 

opposite of English, for instance—the original and the translation possess a certain 

correspondence with the thesis and antithesis in the triad: they are, for instance, 

dependent upon each other's existence, precisely because of their contrary forms of 

expression. Benjamin points out that “translations do not so much serve the work as owe 

their existence to it,” yet at the same time, “The life of the originals attains in 

[translations] . . . its ever-renewed latest and most abundant flowering” (Benjamin 77). 

The thesis and antithesis of the Hegelian dialectic are similarly contrary yet necessary 

(Audi 368). What is needed, then, is the sublation, the Aufhebung, which “preserves . . . 

its predecessors while integrating them into a greater unity, a more comprehensive” 

whole (Pinkard 20). This sublation exists: Benjamin's pure language. Benjamin explains 

that “[i]n translation the original rises into a higher and purer linguistic air, as it were” 

(Benjamin 79). This ascent of the original via translation becomes something new: “what 

reaches this region is that element in a translation which goes beyond transmittal of 

subject matter” (79). The process, then, matches the description of Aufhebung: the 

thesis/original and antithesis/translation are canceled, in that they cease to matter in their 

own right; yet, they are also preserved in that it is only through their harmony that the 

new, raised result emerges.1

Translation theory and practice similarly form the thesis and antithesis of the 

dialectical triad; they are also similarly sublated using Benjamin's concepts. Benjamin has 

1 I make use of this process—canceled, preserved, raised—throughout this essay in order to demonstrate 
how I see the synthesis, or Aufhebung, occurring for the various dialectical stages leading to pure 
translation.
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demonstrated how an original and its translation together become pure language, but by 

switching theory and practice for original and translation I demonstrate how Benjamin's 

ideas may be applied toward the field of translation as a whole. Theory and practice, I 

contend, themselves sublate into pure translation.

Indeed, the majority of translation as a discipline can be broken into divergent 

perspectives. Theory and practice are two largely separate and opposing processes within 

the realm of translation, and each is in turn broken into divergent ideologies: theory may 

be divided between that which is more conceptual and that which is more pragmatic, 

while practice may be split along the lines of “faithful” and “free” translations.

This essay examines and attempts to reconcile these differences. First, it 

establishes how the opposed approaches to theory—conceptual and pragmatic—sublate 

into theory as context. Then, it demonstrates how the opposed approaches to practice

—“free” and “faithful”—sublate into practice as text. Finally, just as the Hegelian 

synthesis becomes a thesis that will itself undergo Aufhebung, theory as context and 

practice as text are shown to sublate into pure translation. The essay concludes by 

applying these concepts to the translation that comes after it. This investigation is not an 

idly curious one: its analysis informs my translation of Nerval. In pairing my translation 

with translation theory, I strive for what this paper argues is the result of combining 

practice and theory: an instance of pure translation.

Theory: Conceptual and Pragmatic

Translation theory can be broken into two main categories: conceptual and 

pragmatic. The boundary between these groups is ambiguous, but it seems clear to most 
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students of translation theory that the approach of George Steiner in “The Hermeneutic 

Motion,” from his book, After Babel, differs from that of Albert Berman in his essay, 

“Translation and the Trials of the Foreign.” Where Steiner's “The Hermeneutic Motion” 

advocates for a certain effect that a translation should have (namely, reciprocity with the 

original), Berman's “Translation and the Trials of the Foreign” advocates for a certain 

method of translating. That is to say, Steiner promotes a certain end with little regard for 

the means, while Berman encourages certain means without adequately defending his 

ends. For this reason, Steiner's ideas in “The Hermeneutic Motion” may be classified the 

more conceptual theory, while Berman's may be classified the more pragmatic one.

Careful examination of each work demonstrates that the two pieces undoubtedly 

overlap in several ways. Neither theoretical piece completely neglects the side of theory 

that is not its focus; in other words, even Steiner's more conceptual ideas contain some 

hints of pragmatism, and even Berman's more pragmatic ideas contain some conceptual 

details (indeed, not to do so would be contrary to their intentions, since ends without 

means are meaningless, and vice versa). Steiner, for instance, specifically mentions that 

“[n]onsense rhymes, poésie concrète, glossolalia are untranslatable because they are 

lexically non-communicative or deliberately insignificant” (Steiner 193). There seems to 

be an ingrained pragmatic point here: while translating, do not search for target language 

equivalents to nonsense rhymes, etc., because you will not find them—and although this 

point is obvious, it is nevertheless present. Still, the theory espoused by Steiner focuses 

on the conceptual by concerning itself with the ends rather than the means. Though this 

discussion limits itself to a brief excerpt, even analyses of After Babel as a whole point to 
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this trend. In his review of the book, Tony Bex cites Steiner's conclusion as a quotation 

from Goethe: “the translation of the original into the translator's current idiom and frame 

of reference – is surely one of the primary modes and indeed ideals of the interpreter's 

art” (Bex 137). Yet, Bex goes on to admit, “it leaves me confused since, although 

[Steiner] gives us copious examples, he does not show us how this is done” (137). In 

other words, Steiner sets forth an ideal—an end—without providing a means of achieving 

it; his theory is therefore conceptual.

Berman's piece, on the other hand, devotes itself to the idea that texts are 

“deformed” in translation, criticizing the resulting “text that is more 'clear,' more 'elegant,' 

more 'fluent,' more 'pure' than the original” (Berman 288) because to achieve that 

“clearness,” “elegance,” and “fluency,” the translator must deform the text. The negative 

charge of the word “deforming” demonstrates Berman's preference for “literal 

translation,” and his essay examines the many means by which translators commit this 

deformation, suggesting that “yielding to the 'controls' (in the psychoanalytic sense)” 

could result in their elimination, or at least reduction (278). In this sense, Berman's piece 

is a pragmatic one, in that it sets out to accomplish very specific changes to translation 

via very specific means. Yet there is an integral conceptual component to his argument, in 

that he does have some end in mind: the elimination of these “deforming tendencies.” It 

is simply that Berman poorly defends these ends, saying only that “the properly ethical 

aim of the translating act . . . has, from time immemorial (although not always), been 

skewed, perverted, and assimilated to something other than itself” because of free 

translation (277-8). Because, in this article, Berman does not adequately defend his 
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ultimate ends, focusing his attention on the means, his essay is firmly entrenched in the 

pragmatic side of theory.

Here, this paper will pause to point out that the choice of Steiner's and Berman's 

pieces was not accidental. These works make for ideal examples in this paper because of 

their relationship to the dialectic.

Steiner's interest in the reciprocal nature of translation creates a smooth fit with 

the dialectical triad. In fact, he says: “The reciprocity is dialectic: new 'formats' of 

significance are initiated by distance and by contiguity” (Steiner 196). Like Benjamin, 

Steiner's focus here is upon an original and a translation, rather than upon translation 

theory and practice. He also utilizes the difference between the two entities, the “distance 

established between [the original] and the translations” (196), while my concern is on 

their shared drives and ideals. 

Berman, perhaps less explicitly, but perhaps more precisely, also strives for the 

triad. Though his “negative analytic” is only one portion of the triad, he calls for “a 

positive counterpart” of “operations [that] constitute a sort of counter-system destined to 

neutralize, or attenuate, the negative tendencies” (Berman 278)—thus creating a sort of 

thesis-antithesis. He continues by encapsulating the synthesis phase: “The negative and 

positive analytics will in turn enable a critique of translations that is neither simply 

descriptive nor simply normative” (278).

The point in mentioning these theorists' relationship to the dialectical triad is 

simply to demonstrate that this concept permeates translation, both explicitly and 

implicitly. However, neither Steiner nor Berman take the concept of the dialectic to the 
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conclusion I do, acknowledging the shared intention of theory and practice: Steiner's 

dialectic is between the original and the translation, while Berman's is between a negative 

and positive analytic contained within the realm of theory. 

The final step in the examination of conceptual and pragmatic theory, then, is the 

synthesis of the two sides. A hypothetical synthesis such as, “together they create a 

method of theory that provides both means and ends” is off the mark because it neglects 

the features common to both conceptual and pragmatic theory, instead attempting to 

“average” them together to create something that is not quite either. 

What is needed is an appreciation of theory's place not as a set of instructions or 

goals for translators and translations, as many would like it to be, but as the provider of 

context, which is what it is. What unites Steiner's and Berman's pieces is their role in 

creating material that informs the text: context. They both accept this role, but 

incompletely. Though Steiner cannot help but provide an ultimate goal that translation 

should strive for—“Genuine translation will, therefore, seek to equalize” (Steiner 197)—

he seems to recognize that his impact will not truly be on how translators translate, but on 

how “to overcome the sterile . . . history and theory of the subject” (197). Similarly, while 

Berman's ideal is the extinction of his deforming tendencies, he explicitly states the goal 

of his piece in theoretical terms: “to highlight this other essence of translating,” i.e. “labor 

on the letter” instead of “simple restitution of meaning” (Berman 289). In other words, 

just as Steiner accepts that his concepts will probably ultimately prove irrelevant in direct 

contact with translators but may still have an impact on theorists, Berman accepts that his 

pragmatic approach cannot be practically employed, and must instead serve simply as 
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context. Both conceptual and pragmatic are therefore canceled, insofar as whatever they 

advocate—ends or means—is made irrelevant; yet they are simultaneously preserved in 

the higher role of context.

The foregoing argument is meant to serve largely as a defense of my own 

relationship with theory in this project. As with many translations, theoretical 

considerations are not explicit in my interpretation; there is nothing in my translation of 

Nerval that a reader will recognize as deriving from this or that translation theory. 

However, translation theory did and does provide context for my translation. 

Schleiermacher asserts that “it [is] impossible to appreciate [language] rightly without an 

appreciation of its history” (Schleiermacher 51). It is similarly important to understand 

the scholarly context surrounding translation. Though I cannot truthfully say that I 

translated with Steiner's concept of reciprocity in mind, I do believe that an 

understanding of how my translation may repay and reinvigorate the source text informed 

my initial mindset, providing me a more egalitarian perspective on my translation's role 

than I may otherwise have had.

Practice: Free and Faithful

The issue of “conceptual” versus “pragmatic” theories is one that, with very little 

tweaking, may be applied to the practice of translation. If we align “conceptual” with 

“free” and “pragmatic” with “faithful,” these terms become applicable for the different 

methods of translating. Of course, these are vexed evaluations—“free” in what sense, and 

“faithful” in what sense? The uncertain nature of these words is an important part of their 

correspondence with “conceptual” and “pragmatic” because neither set of terms is a 
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perfect description of the work that it describes. In other words, just as a “conceptual” 

theory may (and does) contain some “pragmatic” elements, a “free” translation may (and 

does) contain some “faithful” elements.

This statement probably requires clarification. By “free” I mean a translation that 

does not adhere very closely to the original, what Nida might call a functional equivalent 

(by “very close” I mean in terms of the source author's voice, words, and style), and by 

“faithful” I mean a translation that does adhere closely to the original, what he might call 

a formal equivalent. As the above paragraph attempts to point out, even a functionally 

equivalent translation must contain some faithful elements, or else it is an “imitation.” 

Similarly, a formally equivalent translation must contain some free elements, or else it is 

a “trot.” Nevertheless, the distinction—regardless of terminology—is accepted by the 

vast majority of translation theorists and students.

The translations presented in this thesis attempt to synthesize the two approaches 

discussed above. A “free” translation would be written in the translator's voice (my voice) 

in order to improve accessibility for the target audience, while a “faithful” translation 

would be written in the author's voice (Nerval's voice) in order to retain the original 

words of the source text. Instead, this translation attempts to utilize both voices by 

mimicking Nerval's translational style, thereby canceling both my voice and Nerval's 

while preserving them in the raised, or more intertextual, voice of Nerval as translator.

Schleiermacher differentiates “the way that [a Roman author] as a German would 

have written originally in German,” versus “if the author had learned German just as well 

as the translator has learned Latin, then he would have translated his work, written 
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originally in Latin, no differently than the translator has done” (Schleiermacher 49). This 

latter point sounds strikingly similar to my approach: indeed, my goal was to translate 

Nerval the way “he would have translated his work” if he knew English. Yet 

Schleiermacher is referring to a slightly different approach from mine. He later rephrases 

it as, “The method whose aim it is to give the reader, through the translation, the 

impression he would have received as a German reading the work in the original 

language” (50). This clarifies that Schleiermacher's point is not really about the author as 

translator, but rather about “the translator leav[ing] the author in peace as much as 

possible and mov[ing] the reader toward him” (49). In other words, it is about retaining 

the author's voice instead of changing it to suit contemporary and geographic fluency. My 

goal is slightly different, in that it does not seek to retain the author's voice, but the 

translator's voice. Indeed, in a way, I am translating not Nerval the author, but Nerval the 

translator. Since in this case Nerval is both author and translator, adherence to his 

translational voice necessitates a certain adherence to his authorial voice. Still, 

prioritizing his translational voice is an appropriate decision: by definition, this voice 

must exist outside of a given text or a given language, because its usage is intertextual 

and especially interlingual.

The synthesis this creates between Nerval, the author, and myself, the translator, is 

one that places us both on the level of “co-translator.” It may seem odd to say that I am 

both the translator and the “co-translator.” What I mean by this is that while I do the work 

of bringing over the French into English (that is what makes me the translator), I do not 

make the translational decisions (as far as possible). Similarly, Nerval does not do the 
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work of bringing over the French into English, but does make the translational decisions 

(again, as far as possible). The existence of co-translators creates a shared text: the author 

and the translator, as co-translators, both contribute to the result with a common goal of 

bringing over the text.

In a way the distinction between Nerval's role in this joint translation and my own 

is analogous to the divide between theory and practice, though it is perhaps a more 

cooperative model than in the real world. Nerval and his ideas act as the theory, 

informing but not carrying out the actual translation, while I actually perform the task of 

translating (outside of this example, the adherence to theory is significantly less rigid). 

This model is also useful because my translation not only translates linguistically, it also 

translates Nerval's translational strategies. His translations were always from German to 

French; using his strategies in a translation from French to English therefore necessitated 

a sort of translation of those strategies. The significance of this point is that theory and 

practice, represented by Nerval and myself, not only cooperated but worked 

simultaneously toward the same final product. Theory and practice, in other words, are 

not at odds—they are not even simply complementary: instead, they are equal parts of the 

same drive toward comprehensibility.

Theory and Practice

To review, divergent forms of theory—conceptual and pragmatic—are in fact not 

at odds, but instead perform the same contextualizing function for translation; divergent 

approaches to the practice of translation—adherence to, or freedom from, the author's 

voice—are similarly at their root methods for creating whatever the translator considers 
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the “correct” text. We are left with context and text, theory and practice.

It is true that these two components—theory and practice—depend upon and 

complement one another, but this is an inadequate description of their functions. Consider 

that, as Venuti points out, “communication is the primary aim and function of a translated 

text” (Venuti 482). Since communication would be unnecessary if access to information 

were not somehow obstructed—in this case by linguistic boundaries—communication is 

therefore an act of making the incomprehensible comprehensible. Theory, or context, 

serves a similar role by communicating extratextual information that similarly renders the 

text comprehensible. The reason for theory's focus on setting goals or providing 

instructions for translators is that its purpose is identical to that of translation practice: the 

creation of a “correct” text that achieves, as perfectly as possible, the communication of 

otherwise incomprehensible information. Yet, communication is more than simply the 

transmission of information; there is a communal nature to it, recognizable in the word's 

etymology, which derives from the same root as “common,” as in “shared.” When 

something is communicated, the source does not lose that which it communicates; 

instead, the information becomes communal. Communication and translation as an act of 

communication therefore assume the superiority of shared information.

Why is unobstructed access presumed to be preferable? More than one theorist 

addresses this problem. Schleiermacher asserts that “the true historical goal of translation 

as a whole” has been that “everyone will be able to enjoy all the beautiful things that the 

most different ages have given us as purely and perfectly as possible for one who is 

foreign to them” (Schleiermacher 62). Steiner says that “[a]cts of translation add to our 
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means; we come to incarnate alternative energies and resources of feeling,” though he 

warns that “we may be mastered and made lame by what we have imported” (Steiner 

195). Venuti affirms that “the translator seeks to build a community with foreign cultures, 

to share an understanding with and of them and to collaborate on projects founded on that 

understanding, going so far as to allow it to revise and develop domestic values and 

institutions” (Venuti 483).

What all these explanations have in common is a sense that translation unifies the 

source and target language and culture, which is certainly befitting of translation practice. 

Ultimately, translation theory seeks that same unification. It stems from the same drive 

toward interlingual communication, toward unobstructed access to foreign thoughts. 

Venuti, quoting Benjamin, points out that a “translation of a foreign novel can 

communicate, not simply dictionary meanings, not simply the basic elements of narrative 

form, but an interpretation that participates in its 'potentially eternal afterlife in 

succeeding generations'” (487). It seems evident reading any theoretical piece on 

translation that theory also attempts to communicate “an interpretation that participates in 

[translations'] 'potentially eternal afterlife.'” Though this point may seem reasonable in 

context, without considering translation theory and practice as stemming from the same 

fundamental drive it may not appear so evident. Yet, by analyzing and synthesizing their 

shared intentions, this greater, communicative purpose is revealed. Here as in the realm 

of translation, context (which I have associated with theory) is not superfluous or 

supplemental: it is critical in the comprehension of the text (which I have associated with 

practice). As Toolan asserts, “ultimately there is no absolute separability of text from 
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context; text. . . is never autonomous, and context is never permanent or stably linked to 

but distinct from text” (Toolan 5).

As has been demonstrated, translation theory, or context, is as much a “mode of 

intention” (in the Benjaminian sense) as is translation practice, or text. Benjamin himself 

explains, “In the individual, unsupplemented languages, meaning is never found in 

relative independence, as in individual words or sentences; rather, it is in a constant state 

of flux – until it is able to emerge as pure language from the harmony of all the various 

modes of intention” (Benjamin 78). By adapting this concept for translation as a 

discipline, it becomes pure translation that emerges from the harmony of the modes of 

intention—which here refers to theory and practice, in a more dichotomous dialectic than 

the various languages to which Benjamin refers. Since each is insufficient on its own—

translation that is uninformed by theory is blind to its own decisions (and therefore 

unaware of what it leaves out), and theory without a translation as referent provides 

context to nothing—it is only through their harmony that Hegelian sublation may occur. 

Indeed, the large-scale divisions of translation—that is, theory and practice—clearly 

sublate: they cancel, because the distinction between them ceases to matter, and yet they 

are preserved by the pure translation to which their harmony gives rise. 

Conclusion

This chapter, taken along with the forthcoming translation on Nerval, serves as a 

somewhat recursive embodiment of the theory it espouses. If, as has been established, 

translation theory and practice not only share an ambition toward communicative 

excellence, but also interact to provide a glimpse of some “pure translation,” then this 
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chapter taken together with the following translation ought to accomplish just that.

The theory espoused in the preceding pages informs my translation of Nerval by 

consciously placing it within a larger contextual framework of translation theory. The 

dialectical approach to theory, conceptual and pragmatic, is similarly applied to practice, 

“free” and “faithful,” each side emerging synthesized. Yet these syntheses are taken 

further, themselves synthesizing into a broader understanding of translation that informs 

not only the Nerval text but also this theory in tandem with it. This last point serves to 

demonstrate that the preceding theory is not without practical applicability, for, as I have 

shown, one is not superior to the other. In fact, they are not only equally important, but 

equally necessary, if any real understanding of translation is to result.
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THE ENCHANTED HAND

I

THE DAUPHINE PLAZA

Nothing is as beautiful as those seventeenth-century houses gathered majestically 

at The Royal Plaza. When you see their brick faces, interwoven and framed with molding 

and stone corners, and when you see their high-up windows kindled by the brilliant rays 

of sunset, you feel the same esteem as before a court of magistrates dressed in red, 

ermine-lined robes. And, were the association not puerile, you could say that the long 

green table, around which these illustrious magistrates form a square, faintly resembles 

the swath of lime trees that borders the four sides of The Royal Plaza, thus completing the 

grave harmony.

There is another plaza in the city of Paris whose evenness and layout causes no 

less satisfaction. It is a triangle, just as the other is a square. It was built during the reign 

of Henry the Great, who named it Dauphine Plaza, and it was impressive how little time 

it took for these buildings to cover the open ground of Gourdain Island. For the clerks 

who came to frolic loudly, and the lawyers who came to meditate on their defenses, the 

invasion of this island was a cruel annoyance. It was so green and so thriving, and far 

from the foul Palace courtrooms.

Barely were these three rows of buildings put up on their heavy porticos, 

burdened and furrowed with bosses and cracks, barely were they covered with their 

bricks, pierced from their windows to their balusters, and capped with their roofs, than 
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the men of justice invaded the entire plaza. They occupied the buildings with each 

following his rank and his means, in inverse relation to his floor's elevation. This became 

a sort of miracle court on a large scale, a den of privileged thieves, a hideout of shysters. 

It was like the flimflammers' other spots, only this one was brick and stone, while the 

others were mud and wood.

During the final years of Henry the Great, in one of the houses composing The 

Dauphine Plaza, there lived a fairly remarkable character by the name of Godino 

Shevassue, and by the title of district attorney of the Paris provost. The position was both 

lucrative and tiresome in a century when thieves were much more numerous than they are 

today—oh, how thoroughly diminished integrity has since become!—and when the 

number of street walkers was much more considerable—how depraved are our morals! 

Humanity hardly changes. As an old author says, the fewer miscreants there are in 

galleys, the more there are outside.

It should be said as well that the thieves of the time were less heinous than those 

of today. The wretched profession was therefore a sort of art that well-bred youths were 

not averse to using. In this way, many abilities were developed that would have been 

repressed in a society of privileges and fences. The system may have overflowed if not 

for enemies more dangerous to private citizens than to the state. Also, without a doubt, 

the justice system of the time treated distinguished thieves gingerly, and no one more 

gladly exercised this tolerance than our district attorney from The Dauphine Plaza, for 

reasons that will be made clear. On the other hand, nothing was worse for clumsy people. 

They paid for the others and filled the gallows that overshadowed Paris, following 

31



Aubigne's expression, to the great satisfaction of the bourgeoisie. They, in turn, were 

simply robbed all the better, and panhandling was largely perfected.

Godino Shevassue was a small, plump man who was beginning to gray and took 

great pleasure in it, unlike most old people. When his hair whitened, it necessarily lost the 

slightly warm tone it had since birth, which had earned him the disagreeable name of 

Ginger. Acquaintances used it as a more pronounceable and memorable substitute for his 

real name. His squinty eyes were awake, if always half closed under their thick eyebrows, 

and his mouth was cracked slightly open like someone who liked to laugh. However, 

though his features had an aura of almost continuous mischief, no one ever heard him 

laugh uproariously, and, as the saying goes, split his sides. Instead, each time he let slip 

something funny, he punctuated it with a “ha!” or a “ho!” from the depths of his lungs, 

but unique and of a singular effect. And this happened fairly frequently, for our 

magistrate loved to sprinkle his conversation with jokes, double entendres, and light-

hearted comments, which he did not restrain even in court—besides, it was the custom of 

lawyers in that time, which today has passed almost entirely to those in the country.

To complete his portrait, we must place, in the usual spot, a long nose, squared at 

the tip, and then the somewhat small ears, unwrinkled, and keen enough to hear the sound 

of a quarter-écu from a quarter-league away, and a doubloon from much farther. This was 

why, when a certain litigant asked whether the district attorney had some friends to solicit 

who might be influential with him, he was told that in fact there were friends who had a 

big effect on Ginger: among others, there were His Majesty the Doubloon, His Lordship 

the Ducat, and even Mister Écu, and that he must employ several of them at once to 
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ensure that he be satisfactorily served.

II

A FIXED IDEA

There are people who are drawn more to this or that great quality, to this or that 

singular virtue. One esteems more highly the magnanimity and courage of the warrior 

and is pleased only by stories of great military deeds. For another, genius and innovations 

in the arts, humanities, and sciences are valued above all. Others are more touched by 

generosity and virtuous actions, by the ways in which one helps his fellow men and 

devotes himself, in his own way, to their salvation. But the particular sense of Godino 

Shevassue was the same as that of the wise Charles IX: to know that wit and skill are first 

and foremost, and that those gifted with these qualities are the only ones in the world 

worthy to be honored and admired. Nowhere did Godino Shevassue find these qualities 

more glistening and better refined than in the nation of thieves, bandits, and pickpockets: 

those whose noble lives and singular feats unfolded before him every day with 

inexhaustible variety.

His favorite hero was the master François Villon, a Parisian as famed in the art of 

poetry as in the arts of snatching and plundering. He would have given the Iliad and the 

Aeneid, and the no less admirable novel Huon of Bordeaux, for the poem of the Free  

Meals, and even still for the Legend of Master Faifeu, which are the epic poems of the 

hoodlum nation! Du Bellay's Illustrations, Aristotle Peripoliticon and Cymbalum mundi 

seemed weak to him beside Jargon, Following the Estates General of the Kingdom of  

Argot and Dialogues of the Brat and the Runt, by a Grafter in Tours, and Printed with the  
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Authorization of the King of Thunes, Fiacre the packer, Tours, 1603. Naturally, since 

those who make a big deal out of a certain virtue are the most contemptuous of those who 

lack it, there was nothing more odious to him than simple people of dull understanding 

and uncomplicated mind. He felt this way so thoroughly that he wanted to completely 

change the distribution of justice so that when some serious theft was discovered, they 

would hang not only the thief, but the victim as well. It was an idea. It was his. He 

thought that it was the only way to hasten the intellectual emancipation of the people, and 

to make the century's men reach a supreme advancement of mind, skill and invention, 

which he called humanity's true crown and God's favorite perfection.

Those were his morals. As for politics, it was proven to him that large-scale 

organized crime favored the division of great fortunes and the circulation of lesser ones 

above all else. Only from this could well-being and freedom result for the inferior classes.

You understand that it was only good and thorough fraud that delighted him, the 

subtleties and hollow words of the true clerics of Saint Nicolas, the old tricks of master 

Gonin, conserved for two hundred years in the salt and in the mind. Villon, the villain, 

was his accomplice, and not bandits like Guilleris or Captain Carrefour. Certainly, a 

highwayman who brutally robs an unarmed traveler was as much a horror to him as to all 

good people. He felt the same about those unimaginative thieves who break into some 

isolated house, pillage it, and often slit the masters' throats. But if he had known a 

distinguished burglar who had taken care to penetrate a wall through a Gothic trefoil so 

that, the next day, it was clear that a man of taste and of art had performed the robbery—

well, certainly Mr. Godino Shevassue would have esteemed that man much more highly 
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than Bertrand of Clasquin or Emperor Caesar. And that's putting it mildly.

III

THE MAGISTRATE'S PANTALOONS

All of this being said, I believe that it is time to pull back the curtain and, 

following the usage of our ancient comedies, give a swift kick in the behind to Mr. 

Prologue, who is becoming outrageously verbose, to the point that the candles have 

already been snuffed out three times since his exordium. He therefore hastens to end, like 

Bruscambille, in beseeching the audience “to clean the imperfections of his statements 

with the featherduster of their humanity, and to receive an enema of excuses to the 

intestines of their impatience.” And, thus said, the action commences.

It begins in a fairly large room, somber and wooded. The old magistrate, sitting in 

a large sculpted armchair with lopsided feet and a back of fringed damask, tried on a pair 

of brand new puffy pantaloons. Eustace Booterue, apprentice of the tailor, Master 

Gubard, had just brought them. As Mr. Shevassue tied his laces, he successively stood up 

and sat back down, by intervals addressing the young man who, stiff as a stone saint, had 

taken position in the corner as he had been invited to do. He regarded the magistrate with 

hesitation and timidness.

“Bah! These have had their day!” Mr. Shevassue said, pushing away the old 

pantaloons with his foot. “They were worn out like one of the provost's prohibitive 

ordinances. And then, all the pieces said goodbye—a tearful goodbye!”

However, the facetious magistrate put the ancient “necessary vestment” back on 

so he could take out his purse. He spilled several coins into his hand.
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He continued, “It's certain that we men of law make lasting use of our clothing, 

thanks to the robe that we wear them beneath, at least as long as the cloth endures and the 

sewers keep a straight face. And since everyone must make a living—even thieves, and of 

course tailors—I'll not take back any of the six écus that Master Gubard asks of me. In 

fact, I'll generously add a counterfeit écu for the salesclerk, under the condition that he 

not exchange it for a discount but pass it off as a good one to some slick bourgeois, and 

thus display all his mind's resources. Without that assurance, I'll keep the écu for 

collection Sunday at Notre Dame.”

Eustace Booterue took the six écus and the counterfeit écu with a deep bow.

“My boy, have you begun sewing the cloth yet? Are you ready to earn a living 

with each yard, with each cut, and to trick the customer into believing something old to 

be new, something puce to be black? In other words, to hold up the old reputation of 

merchants at the booths in The Halles?”

Eustace lifted his eyes to the magistrate with some terror—then, supposing that he 

was joking, began to laugh. But the magistrate wasn't joking.

“I don't at all like when merchants rob,” he went on. “The thief steals and does not 

cheat, but the merchant steals and cheats. A good worker, sharp-beaked and knowing his 

Latin, buys a pair of pantaloons. He haggles for a long time over the price and ends up 

paying six écus. Then comes along some honest Christian—some would call him a “guy,” 

others a “good customer.” If he trusts the tailor, who swears to his integrity by the virgin 

and the saints, and he pays eight écus, I'll not pity him, for he's a fool. But while the 

merchant counts the two sums he's received, holding the two extra écus in his hand and 
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jingling them together with satisfaction, a poor man passes before his shop on the way to 

the gallows for having taken some dirty, ragged handkerchief out from someone's pocket. 

If, seeing this, the merchant cries, 'There's a great villain! If justice were just, the 

scoundrel would be beaten alive, and I'd go watch'—all the while holding the two écus in 

his hand—Eustace, what do you think would happen if, according to the merchant's wish, 

justice were just?”

Eustace Booterue no longer laughed. The contradiction was too incredible for him 

to think how to respond, and the mouth that spoke made it almost alarming. Seeing the 

young man dumbfounded like a wolf in a trap, Mr. Shevassue began to laugh with his 

particular laugh, gave him a light pat on the cheek, and dismissed him. Eustace pensively 

descended the staircase to the stone baluster. Although he heard the Galinette the Galene, 

jester of the famous Geronimo, trumpeting to call onlookers to his jokes and to buy his 

master's drugs, Eustace was deaf to it this time, and dutifully began to cross the Pont-

Neuf toward the district of The Halles.

IV

THE PONT-NEUF

The Pont-Neuf, built under Henry IV, is the principal monument of his reign. 

There's nothing like the enthusiasm that its view excited when, after great efforts, it had 

entirely crossed the Seine with its twelve great strides, and more tightly rejoined the three 

districts of the mother city.

It soon became the meeting spot of all the idle Parisian rich, of whom there are 

many, and also of all the jugglers, ointment sellers, and pickpockets, whose craft was set 
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in motion by the crowd like a mill by a current of water.

When Eustace left the triangle of the Dauphine Plaza, the sun was beaming its 

dusty rays on the bridge. The crowds there were large, the busiest promenades in all of 

Paris ordinarily being those which are only in bloom with window dressing, landscaped 

only with cobblestones, shadowed only by walls and houses.

With great difficulty Eustace split the river of people that crossed the river of 

water and flowed slowly from one end of the bridge to the other, stopped dead by the 

smallest obstacle like icebergs carried by water, forming from place to place a thousand 

bends and a thousand eddies around some illusionists, singers, or merchants hawking 

their goods. Many stopped along the parapets to see the wood trains pass beneath the 

arches, to navigate the curbs, or to contemplate the magnificent view of the Seine 

downstream of the bridge as it wound by the Louvre's long line of buildings on the right. 

The great Pré-aux-Clercs was on the left, striped by its beautiful alleys and lime trees, 

framed by its gray ruffled willows and its green willows weeping in the water. Then, on 

either side, the Tower of Nesle and the Tower of the Wood, which seemed to stand watch 

over the ports of Paris like the giants of ancient novels.

Suddenly a great sound of firecrackers turned all eyes toward a certain spot. It 

announced a spectacle worthy of fixed attention. It was in the center of one of the little 

half-moon platforms, which at the time created empty spaces above each of the bridge's 

pillars, outside of the walkway. An illusionist was set up there. He had arranged a table, 

and on this table walked a very beautiful monkey in a devil costume, black and red, with 

his natural tail. Without any shyness he set off many firecrackers and fireworks, to the 
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great shame of other merchants who had not enlarged their own circle of spectators so 

quickly.

As for his master, he had one of those Bohemian-type faces, common a hundred 

years before, already rare at the time, and today drowned and lost in the heaviness and the 

insignificance of our bourgeois heads: a profile like the iron of a hatchet, raised but 

straight forehead, very long and crooked nose—yet not overwhelming like Roman noses, 

but strongly turned up, and just barely crossing the mouth of thin, protruding lips—and a 

sunken chin. Then, the long, slanted eyes under their brows, drawn like a V, and long 

black hair to complete the ensemble. Finally, something supple and free in the gestures 

and the entire attitude of the body, speaking to an odd grace of the limbs established early 

by several professions.

His clothes were an old clown costume, which he wore with dignity. His hair was 

under a large, wide-brimmed felt hat, extremely crumpled and shriveled. Master Gonin 

was the name that everyone gave him, either because of his abilities and his feats of skill, 

or because he was truly a descendant of that famous juggler who founded, under Charles 

VI, the theater of the Children-Without-Worry, and was first to hold the title of Prince of 

Fools, which at the time of this story had passed to Seigneur d'Engoulevent, who 

defended his royal prerogatives even before parliament.

V

THE FORTUNE TELLING

The illusionist, seeing a fairly large number of people amassed, began some 

goblet tricks that resulted in resounding applause. It's true that the rascal had chosen his 
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place in the half-moon with some design, and not solely to keep from obstructing traffic, 

as it seemed. With this setup he only had spectators in front of him, and not behind.

In truth, back then the art was not what it is now that the illusionist works 

surrounded by his public. The goblet tricks ended, and the monkey made a round through 

the crowd collecting a great deal of money, for which he was courteously gracious and 

accompanied his bows with a little chirp, somewhat like that of cricket. But the goblet 

tricks were only the prelude to something else, and after an eloquent prologue, the new 

Master Gonin announced that he also had the talent to predict the future through fortune-

telling, palm-reading, and Pythagorean numbers. This art could not be adequately 

compensated, but he would do it for a sol, since he felt obliged to share it. Saying this, he 

shuffled a large deck of cards, and his monkey, named Pacolet, distributed them 

intelligently to all those who held out their hand.

When Pacolet had satisfied all requests for cards, his master successively called 

the curious into the half-moon by the name of their cards, and predicted each person's 

good or bad fortune. Meanwhile, Pacolet, to whom he had given an onion in return for his 

service, amused the company with the contortions, both delighted and unhappy, that this 

treat brought on, laughing with his mouth and crying with his eyes, groaning joyfully and 

grimacing pitifully with each bite.

Eustace Booterue, who had taken a card as well, found himself the last one called. 

Master Gonin looked attentively at his long and naïve face, and addressed him in an 

emphatic tone: “Here is the past: you have lost your father and mother. You've been a 

tailor's apprentice since the age of six, working at the booths of The Halles. Here is the 
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present: your patron has promised you his only daughter. He plans to retire and leave you 

his business. For the future, give me your hand.”

Eustace, shocked, gave his hand. The illusionist examined the lines curiously, 

furrowed his brow with an air of hesitation and called his monkey as if to consult with 

him. The animal took Eustace's hand, looked at it, then went and stationed himself on the 

shoulder of his master and seemed to whisper in his ear, but he only flapped his lips very 

quickly, as animals do when they are unhappy.

“Strange thing!” Master Gonin finally cried out, “that an existence so simple from 

the start, so bourgeois, approaches a transformation so uncommon, a purpose so lofty! 

Ah, my young chick, you will break from your eggshell. You will go high, very high—

you will die greater than you now are.”

“Good!” said Eustace to himself, “that's what these people always promise. But 

how does he know those things he said at first? That is amazing! At least, if he does not 

know me from somewhere.”

However, he took the magistrate's counterfeit écu from his purse, asking the 

illusionist for change. Maybe he had spoken too quietly, but the magician did not hear 

him, for he began again, rolling the écu in his fingers.

“I see well enough that you know how to live. I'll add some details to the 

prediction, which is truthful but a bit ambiguous, that I have just given you. Yes, my 

friend, you have done well not to pay me off with a sol like the others, even if your écu is 

worth a quarter less than it should. But no matter, this white coin will be a dazzling 

mirror for you, where pure truth will be reflected.”
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“But,” observed Eustace, “what you said to me about my eminence—was that not 

true?”

“You have asked me your good fortune, and I have told you it, but the gloss is 

missing. How do you understand the elevated purpose that I have given to your existence 

with my prediction?”

“I understand that I can become a trustee for tailors, a churchwarden, a municipal 

magistrate—”

“That's way off the mark. You're groping blindly for ideas. Why not the great 

sultan of the Turks? Ha! No, no, my friend, you must look at it differently, and since you 

desire an explanation of this sibylline oracle, I would tell you that, in our style, 'to go 

high' is for those that one sends to guard sheep on the moon, just as 'to go far' is for those 

that one sends to write their story in the Ocean, with fifteen-foot waves—”

“Ah! Good. But if you would explain your explanation to me once more, I would 

surely understand.”

“Those were two honest phrases to replace two words: 'gallows' and 'galleys.' You 

will go high and I far. That is perfectly indicated on my hand by this middle line, crossing 

other less pronounced lines at right angles, and on yours by a line that cuts that middle 

one without persisting beyond, and another crosses both of them obliquely—”

“The gallows!” cried Eustace.

“Are you so insistent on a horizontal death?” asked Master Gonin. “That would be 

childish. This assures that you will escape all sorts of other ends, which every mortal man 

is exposed to. What's more, it is possible that, when My Lord the Gallows lifts you by the 
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neck with outstretched arm, you'll be just an old man disgusted by the world and by 

everything—but now midday is sounding, and it's the hour when the Paris provost's 

orders chase us from Pont-Neuf until evening. Yet, if you ever need council, some spell, 

charm, or potion to use, in the case of danger, of a love, or of vengeance, I live there, at 

the end of the bridge, in the Gaillard Castle. Can you see the gabled tower from here?”

“One more word, please,” said Eustace, trembling. “Will I be happily married?”

“Bring me the woman, and I'll tell you—Pacolet, a bow for the gentleman, and a 

kiss on the hand.”

The illusionist folded his table, put it under his arm, took the monkey on his 

shoulder, and set off toward the Gaillard Castle, singing a very old song under his breath.

VI

CROSSES AND POVERTIES

It is true that Eustace Booterue was going to marry the tailor's daughter soon. He 

was a sensible young man, well versed in commerce, and did not spend his free time 

playing ball or tennis like so many others. Instead he did the accounting, read The Land 

of Six Guilds, and learned a bit of Spanish, which was good for a merchant to know how 

to speak, just like English is today, because of the number of Spanish people who lived in 

Paris. After six years, Master Gubard was therefore convinced of his salesman's perfect 

honesty and excellent character. Further, having noticed a very virtuous and severely 

constricted fondness between his daughter and Eustace, he had resolved to marry them at 

Saint-Jean in the summer, and then to retire to Laon, in Picardy, where he had family 

property.
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Eustace, however, had no fortune. But the custom at the time was not to marry a 

sack of money with a sack of money. Parents sometimes asked the tastes and the 

sensibilities of the future spouses, and took pains to study the character, the conduct, and 

the abilities of the people that they intended to ally themselves with. The fathers of 

families were much different than those of today, who demand more morality from a 

servant than from a future son-in-law.

The magician's prediction had so distilled the apprentice tailor's viscous thoughts 

that he was left dazed in the center of the half-moon and did not hear the crystal voices 

babbling in the clock tower, repeating “Midday, midday!” But in Paris midday sounds for 

an hour, and the Louvre's clock soon took up the call with more solemnity. Then that of 

Great-Augustinian, then that of Chatelet. Eustace, frightened to find himself so late, 

began to run full speed and, in a few minutes, had put behind him the streets of Currency, 

Borrel, and Tirechappe.  Then he slowed his steps and, when he had turned down 

Butchery-of-Beauvais Street, his head cleared seeing the red umbrellas of The Halles 

market, the trestles of Children-without-Worry, the ladder and the cross, and the pretty 

lantern of the stocks, coiffed with its lead roof. It was at this place, under one of these 

umbrellas, that his fiancée, Javotte Gubard, awaited his return. The majority of the 

merchants had this sort of stall at The Halles market, kept by one person from their house 

serving as a branch of their dim boutique. Javotte worked at her father's booth every 

morning. Sometimes she sat in the middle of the merchandise, unknotting laces. 

Sometimes she stood to call to the passersby, grabbing them tightly by the arm and not 

letting go until they'd bought something. This did not stop her from being the most timid 
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young girl who had ever reached the “old maid” age without being married. She was 

graceful, cute, blonde, tall and slouching like the majority of salesgirls with slender, frail 

waistlines. Finally, though she blushed like a strawberry at the smallest word said outside 

the service of the stall, she did not yield to a single merchant when it came to repartée 

(the commercial style of the time).

At noon, Eustace ordinarily came to take her place her beneath the red umbrella 

while she went to eat at the shop with her father. It was to this duty that he now returned, 

hoping that his late return would not have made Javotte impatient. But, from as far away 

as he was able to see her, she appeared very calm, her elbow resting on a roll of 

merchandise, and very attentive to the loud, animated conversation of a handsome 

soldier, who was leaning on the same roll, and who had no more the air of a customer 

than of anything else you could imagine.

“It's my fiancé!” said Javotte, smiling at the stranger. He made a slight movement 

of his head without changing position. He simply looked the salesman up and down, with 

that disdain that soldiers have for middle-class people with unimposing exteriors.

“He looks like a trumpeter from home,” he observed gravely. “Only, the trumpeter 

has 'stouter' legs. But you know, Javotte, the trumpet in a company is a bit less important 

than a horse, and a bit more important than a dog—”

“This is my nephew,” Javotte said to Eustace, turning her big blue eyes to him 

with a smile of perfect satisfaction. “He received leave to come to our nuptials. My that's 

nice, isn't it? He's a musketman in the cavalry.... Oh! Such a handsome uniform! If you 

were dressed like that, Eustace—but you're not big enough, or strong enough....”
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“And how long will you be doing us the honor of remaining in Paris?” asked the 

young man timidly.

“That depends,” said the soldier, standing up straight, having made Eustace wait a 

bit for his response. “They sent us to Berri to exterminate the rustics and, if they want to 

remain tranquil for some time yet, I would give you a good month. But, at any rate, on 

Saint Martin's day we'll be coming to Paris to replace Mr. d'Humières's regiment, and 

then I'll be able to see you every day indefinitely.”

Eustace examined the cavalryman as much as possible without meeting his gaze. 

He found him decidedly outside all physical proportions befitting a nephew.

“When I say every day,” the soldier began again, “I'm wrong, because every 

Thursday there's the big parade... But we have the evening and, in fact, I'll always be able 

to have dinner with you those days.”

“Does he plan to have dinner with us the other days?” thought Eustace. “But Miss 

Gubard, you never told me that your nephew was so—”

“So handsome? Oh, yes, how strong he's become! My word, it's been seven years 

now since we've seen poor Joseph. And in that time, a lot of water's gone under the bridge

—”

“And, for him, a lot of wine under the nose,” thought the salesman, dazzled by the 

radiant face of his future nephew. “His face didn't get that colorful by drinking watered 

down wine, and Master Gubard's bottles are going to dance the dance of death before our 

wedding—and maybe after....”

“Let's go to lunch. Papa must be getting impatient!” said Javotte leaving her spot. 
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“Ah! I'll give you my arm, Joseph! To think that once I was the bigger one, when I was 

twelve and you were ten. Called me the mom! But how proud I'll be on a musketeer's 

arm! You'll lead, right? I go out so little. I can't go alone and on Sunday nights I have to 

attend religious school because I'm in the Sisterhood of the Virgin of Innocent Saints. I 

have a badge for the group....”

This young girl's prattling was broken into even time by the sounding steps of the 

cavalryman. This light and graceful shape that skipped along, clasped to the taut and 

massive other, was soon lost in the dull shadow of pillars that border the Tonnellerie 

Road, and left Eustace's eyes hazy and his ears humming.

VII

POVERTIES AND CROSSES

Until now we've fallen in step behind this bourgeois story without devoting any 

more time to the tale than it took to actually happen. Now, despite our respect, or 

moreover our profound esteem, for the unity of the novella, we find ourselves forced to 

jump ahead a few days. Eustace's tribulations with his future nephew might be interesting 

enough to recount, but they were less bitter than you would expect after the last scene. 

Eustace was soon reassured at his fiancée's side. Javotte had not really done anything 

more than hold on to a slightly too fresh impression of her childhood memories. In a life 

as uneventful as hers, they took on an excessive importance. At first she'd seen nothing in 

the musketeer but a joyful, noisy child who was once her daily companion. But she did 

not take long to see that this child had grown, that he behaved differently, and she became 

more reserved toward him.
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As for the soldier, beside some customary familiarities, he did not appear to have 

blameworthy intentions toward his young aunt. In fact, he was part of the fairly large 

group of men who inspire little desire in honest women. And for the present, he said, like 

Tabarin, that “the bottle was his sweetheart.” The first three days of his visit he had not 

left Javotte, and he even took her to the Queen-Watercourse every evening, accompanied 

only by the fat house servant, and causing Eustace great displeasure. But this didn't last. 

He did not take long to become bored with her company, and began to go out by himself 

for the entire day, though it's true that he had the sense to return in time for meals.

The only thing that therefore worried the future husband was seeing this relative 

so firmly established in the house that, after the wedding, would become his own. It did 

not seem easy to gently oust the man, who became more completely settled with each 

passing day. However, he was only Javotte's nephew by marriage.

But how to make him understand that he was exaggerating the importance of 

family ties and that he had, in regard to the rights and privileges of kinship, ideas that 

were too grand, too strict, and, in a way, too patriarchal?

Well, it was likely that he would soon sense his indiscretion on his own, and 

Eustace felt he was obliged to be patient, “like the women of Fontainebleau when the 

court is in Paris,” as the saying goes.

But with the wedding over and done, the cavalryman's behavior did not change. 

He even hoped that, thanks to the rustics' tranquility, he could remain in Paris until the 

arrival of his corps. Eustace tried a few witty allusions to men who take shops to be 

hotels, and many others that went over the soldier's head or that came across too weakly. 
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He did not yet dare to speak openly about it with his wife and his father-in-law, because 

he did not want them to think from the outset of his marriage that he was a selfish man—

he, who owed them everything.

That said, the soldier's company was not in the least enjoyable. His mouth was an 

endless bell ringing out his own glory. This was founded half on the triumphs in combat 

that made him the army's terror, half on his prowess against the rustics, those unfortunate 

French peasants who King Henry's soldiers warred against for being unable to pay their 

taxes, and who did not seem to enjoy the famous “boiled chicken.”

This excessive vanity was fairly common at the time, as evidenced by the likes of 

Taillebras and Captain Matamores. Characters like these were reproduced endlessly in the 

comedies of the day, and must, I think, be attributed to the victorious invasion of Gascony 

into Paris, following Navarre. This idiosyncrasy soon weakened, and a few years later the 

Baron of Foeneste was already a milder character, but part of a more perfect comedy. 

Finally, the comedy of The Liar, performed in 1662, reduced it to almost common 

proportions.

But the part of the soldier's behavior that most shocked good Eustace was a 

tendency to treat him like a little boy, to illuminate the least favorable sides of his 

appearance, and finally to make him seem ridiculous before Javotte at every opportunity, 

which is a great disadvantage in the early days of marriage, when a new husband must 

establish himself on respectable footing and take a position for the future. Plus, it takes 

very little to crush the new, stiff self-esteem of a man in retail.

One last tribulation did not hesitate to push things to the limit. Eustace was going 
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to become a member of his profession's guild, and since he did not want to do his service 

like the honest Master Gubard in bourgeois clothes with a halberd loaned by the 

watchman, he had bought a basket-hilted sword that had lost its basket-hilt, a helmet and 

a coat of red brass chain mail that a boilermaker's hammer would have threatened. 

Having spent three days cleaning and refurbishing them, he imbued them with a certain 

luster that they didn't possess before. But when he put them on and walked proudly 

through the store asking if he had the grace to wear the armor, the musketeer laughed 

himself silly and assured him that he looked like he was wearing a battery of 

kitchenware.

VIII

THE FLICK

With everything in this position, it happened that one day, on the twelfth or the 

thirteenth (a Thursday anyway), Eustace closed his shop at an early hour—something he 

only allowed himself in Master Gubard's absence. His father-in-law had gone to see his 

property in Picardy two days earlier, because he intended to move there for good three 

months later, when his successor would be securely established in his shop and would 

fully possess the confidence of the other merchants' practice.

The musketman, coming back that evening as usual, found the door closed and the 

lights extinguished. This surprised him quite a bit, since curfew hadn't yet sounded in 

Chatelet. And, as he ordinarily returned a bit drunk on wine, this confusion produced a 

loud curse that made Eustace flinch in his den, having not yet gone to bed, already 

fearing the audacity of his resolution.
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“Hello! Hey!” cried the soldier, kicking the door. “What, is tonight some kind of 

holiday? Tonight's Saint Michel's day, the night that all the tailors go out and party?”

And he hammered his fist on the window. But accomplished no more than if he 

had crushed water in a mortar.

“Hey! Uncle and Aunt! Do you want me to sleep out in the open, on the street, at 

risk from dogs and other animals? Hello? Hey! Relatives are really something else! They 

are capable of real crap! And by their nature they're yokels! Hey! Hey! Come down here 

quickly you bourgeoisie, I've brought you money! May you get cancer, you swine!”

The poor nephew's entire rant did not budge the door's wooden face. He 

accomplished nothing with his words, like the venerable Bede preaching to a cup of 

rocks.

But though doors are deaf, windows are not blind, and there is a very simple way 

to clear their vision. The soldier realized this all at once. He left the somber gallery of 

pillars, moved back to the middle of Tonnellerie Road and, picking up a shard of glass at 

his feet, threw it so well that he blinded one of the den's little windows. It was an incident 

that Eustace hadn't considered, a formidable question mark to the next question in the 

soldier's monologue: “Why don't you open the door?”

Eustace made a sudden resolution. A coward who loses his head is like a peasant 

who squanders his money: always pushing things to the extreme. But more than that, 

Eustace's wife could have had very little respect for him by now, having seen him spend 

several days as the soldier's ass—although the ass sometimes hits those who ride him 

continually. Eustace wanted to prove himself for her. He therefore put his felt hat on all 
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askew and had raced straight down the foyer stairs before Javotte thought to stop him. He 

uncoupled his sword as he passed the back of the shop and only when he felt the burning 

cold of the fistful of metal in his hand did he stop a moment and began to progress toward 

the door with leaden feet. He held the key in his other hand. But the crash of a second 

windowpane and his wife's steps behind him returned his energy, and he yanked open the 

massive door, planting himself on the doorstep with his naked sword like the archangel at 

the gate of earthly paradise.

“What does this night prowler want? This mean, worthless drunk? This breaker of 

cracked panes?” he cried in a voice that would have been trembling if he'd taken it two 

notes lower. “Is this how you behave with honest men? Turn your heels immediately and 

go sleep in the cemetery with your equals, or I'll call my neighbors and the night 

watchman to arrest you!”

“Oh! Now you can sing, chicken? A trumpet has called you to arms, huh? Oh, 

well, that's different. I love it when you speak tragically like Tranchemontagne. Red-

blooded men are my pals. Come on, let me give you a hug, you old lug.”

“Get out of here, you night prowler! Do you hear the neighbors waking up to the 

noise? They're going to take you to the police as an assailant and a thief. So go away 

without making any more of a scene, and don't come back!”

But, to the contrary, the soldier advanced between the pillars, which took the edge 

off the end of Eustace's retort.

“Well spoken!” he said. “Your opinion is honest and merits payment—”

In a moment he was close and had flicked the young tailor's nose, turning him 
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crimson.

“Keep the change!” he yelled. “And without good bye, Uncle!”

Eustace could not patiently endure this affront before his new wife. It was even 

more humiliating than a slap, and, despite her efforts to hold him back, he dashed toward 

his adversary and slashed at him in a way that would have honored valiant Roger's arm—

if the sword had been invincible. But it hadn't sliced since the Wars of Religion and didn't 

cut into the buffalo of a soldier. He immediately seized Eustace's hands in his own so that 

first the sword fell and then the shopkeeper cried out as loudly as he could, furiously 

kicking the soft boots of his tormentor.

Luckily, Javotte got between them. The neighbors watched the struggle through 

their windows, but hardly dreamed of going down to end it. Eustace, taking his bluish 

fingers from the natural vise that had clenched them, rubbed them for a long time to make 

them lose the square shape they'd taken.

“I'm not afraid of you,” he yelled, “and we'll see about this again! If you're even 

as brave as a dog you'll get to Pré-aux-Clercs tomorrow at six, you scoundrel! And we'll 

fight to the death!”

“A good spot, my little champion, and we'll be gentlemen! So until tomorrow. By 

Saint George, tonight will seem short to you!”

The soldier pronounced these words with a tone of consideration that he had not 

shown up till then. Eustace turned proudly back to his wife. Thanks to his challenge he'd 

grown six feet. He picked his sword back up and loudly slammed his door.
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IX

THE GAILLARD CASTLE

Awakening, the young tailor found himself completely divested of the courage 

he'd had the night before. He had no difficulty avowing that he had been ridiculous to 

propose a duel with the musketman, he who didn't know how to handle any weapon 

besides the yardstick, which he'd used as an apprentice to fence with his friends in the 

yards of the Carthusian monasteries. Therefore, he didn't take long to make the firm 

resolution of staying home and letting his adversary strut about the Pré-aux-Clercs with a 

feather in his cap.

When the hour had passed, he got up, opened his shop and did not speak to his 

wife about the scene from the night before. For her part, she avoided making the slightest 

allusion to it. They ate lunch in silence, after which Javotte went to set up under the red 

umbrella as usual, leaving her husband with his servant to inspect a piece of cloth and 

mark the flaws. It's true that he often turned his eyes to the door, and he trembled, fearing 

every instant that his formidable relative would come reproach him for his cowardice and 

his dishonesty. Near 8:30, he saw from afar the cavalryman's uniform appear under the 

gallery of pillars, already bathed in shadow like one of Rembrandt's soldiers, shining 

from three spots: his helmet, his chain mail, and his nose. It was a fateful apparition that 

grew and quickly became clear, whose metallic steps seemed to beat each minute of the 

tailor's final hour.

But, though the uniform was the same, the mold was different. To speak more 

plainly, this solder was a fellow of the other. He stopped in front of Eustace's shop. He 
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spoke in a very calm, very civil tone to Eustace, who had with great difficulty deferred 

his fear.

First, he told him that his opponent had awaited him for two hours at the meeting 

place. He had figured that an unforeseen accident prevented Eustace from getting there. 

He would return the next day, at the same hour, in the same place, stay the same length of 

time, and, if he was not more successful, would then make his way to the shop, cut off 

Eustace's ears, and put them in his pocket, like the famous Brusquet had done in 1605 to 

one of the Duke of Chevreuse's squires for the same reason. This act had obtained the 

court's applause and was generally found to be in good taste.

Eustace replied to this that his opponent insulted his courage with such a threat, 

and that he now had twice as much reason to duel. He added that the problem was 

nothing more than that he had been unable to find someone who would serve as his 

second.

The other man seemed satisfied by this explanation, and instructed the merchant 

that he would find excellent seconds on the Pont-Neuf, in front of the Samaritaine, where 

they generally loitered—people without any other profession and who, for an écu, were 

willing to embrace anyone's quarrel, and were even willing to bring the swords. After 

these observations, he gave a deep bow, and left.

Eustace, left alone, began to think, and remained in this state of perplexity for a 

long time. His mind forked into three main resolutions. At times he wanted to tell the 

chief of police about the soldier's disturbance and threats, and to ask him the authority to 

bring weapons to defend him—but that was bound to end in a fight. Or he could decide to 
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go to the spot, warning the sergeants so that they would arrive at the moment the duel 

began—but they might not arrive until it had finished. Finally, he thought to go consult 

the illusionist on the Pont-Neuf, and in the end he resolved himself to this option.

At noon the servant replaced Javotte beneath the red umbrella, and she came to 

have lunch with her husband. During the meal he did not speak to her about the visit he'd 

received, but he begged her to keep the shop while he went to sell an article of clothing at 

the house of a gentleman who had just arrived and wanted to get dressed up. He took his 

bag of samples and headed toward the Pont-Neuf.

The Gaillard Castle, situated on the river bank at the extreme southern point of the 

bridge, was a little building overwhelmed by a round tower. It had served as a prison in 

its time, but now it was beginning to crack and fall apart, and it was hardly inhabitable 

except for those who had no other home. Eustace, after walking uncertainly for a while 

among the stones that covered the ground, encountered a small door in the center of 

which was nailed a bat. He knocked softly, and Master Gonin's monkey immediately 

opened the latch; he was trained for this job as domestic cats sometimes are.

The illusionist was at a table, reading. He turned gravely and made a sign to the 

young man to sit down on a stool. When Eustace had recounted his experience, the man 

assured him that it was the simplest thing in the world, but that he had done well to come.

“You're asking for a charm,” he added. “A magic charm to vanquish your 

adversary for sure, isn't that what you need?”

“Yes, of course, if that's possible.”

“Although everyone takes it upon themselves to compose them, you will not find 
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ones as guaranteed as mine anywhere else. What's more, mine are not formed, like some, 

by demonic arts. Instead, they result from a deep science of white magic and cannot, in 

any way, compromise your health or your soul.”

“That's good,” said Eustace, “otherwise I would refrain from using it. But how 

much does your magic cost? For I must know if I can afford it.”

“Remember that it's your life that you're buying here, and glory on top of that. If 

we agree on this point, do you think that, for these two excellent things, I could ask less 

than a hundred écus?”

“A hundred devils to take you away!” snorted Eustace, who became somber 

hearing the figure. “It's that I don't have—! And that it would be life without bread and 

glory without clothes. Plus, it could be a charlatan's false promise to lure gullible people.”

“You will not pay until after.”

“That's something.... So, what do you want as collateral?”

“Only your hand.”

“Oh, well then... But, I'm quite conceited to listen to your tall tales! Didn't you 

predict that I will end up on the gallows?”

“No doubt. I don't deny it.”

“Then, if that's the case, what do I have to fear from this duel?”

“Nothing, besides some thrusts and slashes to open the biggest doors of your 

soul... After that, you will be picked up and heaved all the same on the half-cross, high 

and short, dead or alive, like the ordinance says. And thus your destiny will be achieved. 

Do you understand that?”
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The tailor understood so well that he hastened to offer his hand to the illusionist, 

as a form of consent, asking him ten days to find the money. The man agreed after noting 

the due date on the wall. Then he took the book of the great Albert, commented on by 

Cornelius Agrippa and the abbot Tritheme, opened to the article called “Single Combat” 

and, to further assure Eustace that his operation would not be demonic, told him that he 

could still say his prayers without fear that there would be any problem. He then lifted the 

lid of a chest and took a jar of earth from it. In a pot he mixed various ingredients that his 

book apparently indicated, pronouncing in a low voice a sort of incantation. When he had 

finished, he took Eustace's right hand and made the sign of the cross with his other, and 

anointed him on the wrist with the mixture he'd just created.

Then he took from the chest a very old, very fat decanter and turned it over 

slowly, spilled some drops on the back of his hand, and pronounced Latin words that 

resembled the phrases priests use in baptisms.

Suddenly Eustace felt a sort of electric commotion in his whole arm that 

frightened him quite a bit. His hand seemed swollen, and yet, strangely, it twisted and 

stretched several times, cracking its joints like an awakening animal. Then he no longer 

felt anything, his circulation seemed to return, and Master Gonin cried that all was 

finished and that he could now defy the stiffest swordsmen in the court and the army, and 

pierce their clothes with buttonholes for all the useless buttons with which fashion 

overburdened them.

58



X

THE PRÉ-AUX-CLERCS

The next morning four men crossed the greenbelts of Pré-aux-Clercs, looking for 

a suitable open space. They came on foot from the little hill that bordered the southern 

part, and they stopped at a lawn bowling site. It seemed to them a good spot to 

comfortably fence. So Eustace and his opponent looked quietly at their doublets, and the 

seconds checked them, according to custom, under their shirts and under their shoes. The 

tailor was not emotionless, but he had faith in the transient's charm, for as you know, 

magic spells, charms, potions and hexes were never given more credit than in that time. 

Back then, they gave way to many trials, filling the courts and convincing judges as well 

as anyone else.

Eustace's second, whom he had found on the Pont-Neuf and paid an écu, greeted 

the musketeer's second, and asked him if he intended to fight as well. The other having 

responded no, he crossed his arms with indifference and backed away to watch the 

contestants.

The tailor could not keep himself from a certain uneasiness when his opponent 

gave him a salute of arms, which he did not return. He remained immobile, holding his 

sword before him like a candle. He was so poorly planted on his legs that the soldier, who 

in the end was not evil at heart, promised to give him just a scratch. But barely had the 

rapiers touched than Eustace realized that his hand led before his arm, thrashing about in 

a formidable fashion. To put it better, he no longer felt it except by the powerful tugging 

that it exercised on the muscles of his arm. His movements had a force and a prodigious 
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elasticity that could be compared to resilient steel. The soldier's wrist was also almost 

bent in warding off the third blow, but the fourth blow sent his sword ten paces, while 

Eustace's, without withdrawing and in the same movement, stabbed through his body so 

violently that the guard impressed itself on his chest. Eustace, who was not cut and whose 

hand had led with an unsolicited jolt, would have broken his head falling if it had not 

landed on his opponent's stomach.

“God, what a wrist!” cried the soldier's second. “This guy would one up the 

knight Twist-Oak! He doesn't have his grace or his physique, but for the stiffness of his 

arm he's worse than a Welsh archer.”

Eustace got back up with the help of his second, and he stood a moment, absorbed 

by what had just happened. But when he could clearly distinguish the musketman 

stretched at his feet and the sword stuck in the ground, like a toad nailed in a magic 

circle, he began to run, forgetting his Sunday doublet, which was slashed and trimmed 

with braids of silk.

Since the soldier was thoroughly dead, the two seconds had nothing to gain in 

staying there, and they left quickly. They had made it a hundred steps when Eustace's 

cried, hitting his forehead, “I forgot the sword I loaned him!”

He left the other to pursue his own path and returned to the field of combat, where 

he began to turn out the dead man's pockets curiously. He found nothing but dice, a bit of 

string, and a pack of dirty, dog-eared cards.

“Zilch and nada,” he murmured, “Another loafer with no moolah and no watch. 

The devil can have you, blower of wicks!”
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Our century's encyclopedic education allows us to dispense with explaining his 

sentence, except for the last term, which made allusion to the musketman's state of being 

deceased.

Our man didn't dare take the uniform, whose stomach hole could have 

compromised him, and contented himself with taking the soldier's boots, rolling them 

under his cloak with Eustace's doublet, and left grumbling.

XI

OBSESSION

The tailor spent many days without leaving his house, his heart sick from the 

tragic death that he had caused not only over fairly mild offenses but with a condemnable 

and damnable means, in this life as in the next. There were times when he considered all 

of this to be a dream, and he would have denied his memory's accuracy if not for the 

sword he'd left in the grass—unimpeachable evidence that shone by its absence

Finally, one evening, he wanted to burn the evidence into his eyes, so he returned 

to the Pré-aux-Clercs as if to take a stroll. His eyesight troubled him when he recognized 

the lawn bowling field where the duel had taken place, and he was obliged to sit down. 

Prosecutors were playing there, as they often do before dinner. When the fog covering his 

eyes had dissipated, Eustace thought he could see a large patch of blood on the smooth 

ground between a prosecutor's legs.

He stood up convulsively and hurried to leave the field, with the patch of blood 

still before his eyes, keeping its shape, imposing itself on every object his gaze rested on 

like the pallid stains that you see fluttering around you after you look directly at the sun.
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Returning to his house, he thought he saw someone following him. Only then did 

he think that the people from Queen Marguerite's hotel, which he had passed in front of 

the other morning and this same night, had perhaps recognized him. And although the 

laws on dueling were not executed rigorously at the time, he reflected that they might 

find it fitting to hang a poor merchant as a warning to courtly men, who they did not dare 

to attack at the time as they did later.

These thoughts and many others made for an agitated night. He could not shut his 

eyes for an instant without seeing a thousand gallows shaking their fists, from each of 

which hung a dead man at the end of a rope, twisted in horrible laughter, or a skeleton 

whose ribs were neatly outlined against the large face of the moon.

But a fortunate idea came to sweep away these forked visions. Eustace 

remembered the district attorney, his father-in-law's regular customer, who had already 

given him a fairly benevolent welcome. He promised himself he would go to find him the 

next day, and tell him everything. Eustace felt sure that he would protect him, if for no 

other reason than in consideration of Javotte, whom he had seen and caressed since she 

was little, and for Master Gubard, whom he esteemed greatly. The poor merchant finally 

fell asleep and dozed until morning on the pillow of this fine resolution.

The next day, around nine o'clock, he knocked at the magistrate's door. The valet, 

supposing that he had come to measure his master for new clothes or to propose some 

purchase, immediately let him in. The judge, lounging in a large armchair filled with little 

cushions, was reading something very enjoyable. He held in his hand the ancient poem of 

Merlin Coccaie, and delighted singularly in reciting the feats achieved by Balde, the 
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valiant epitome of Pantagruel, and even more the nuances and the unequaled robberies of 

Cingar, that preposterous boss on whom our Panurge so happily modeled himself.

Mr. Shevassue was at the story of the sheep, where Cingar clears out the ship by 

throwing what he'd bought into the sea, all the others following immediately, when he 

saw the visitor who had arrived. Putting the book on a table, he turned toward his tailor 

with a good-natured air. 

He asked him about the health of his wife and his father-in-law and made all kinds 

of banal jokes about his new state of marriage. The young man made use of this subject 

to come to his story. Having recited the entirety of his quarrel with the musketman, and 

feeling encouraged by the fatherly air of the magistrate, he sadly confessed the outcome.

The other looked at him with the same astonishment as if he had been the good 

giant Fracasse from his book, or the faithful Falquet who had the hindquarters of a 

greyhound, instead of Master Eustace Booterue, merchant under the pillars of The Halles. 

For though he had already learned that they suspected the aforementioned Eustace, he 

hadn't given this report the least credence—this feat of a sword nailing one of the king's 

soldiers to the ground, attributed to a shortish salesman, only as tall as Gribouille or 

Triboulet.

But when he could no longer doubt the fact, he assured the poor tailor that he 

would do everything in his power to muzzle the thing and to throw the men of justice off 

his trail. He promised him that as long as the seconds did not accuse him, he would soon 

live comfortably and freely.

Mr. Shevassue even accompanied him to the door, reiterating his assurances, 
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when, at the moment to humbly take his leave, Eustace gave him a slap hard enough to 

remove his face, a glorious slap that gave the magistrate a half-red, half-blue face like the 

insignia of Paris, which left him more startled than a bell founder, opening his mouth a 

foot or two wide, and as incapable of speaking as a fish without its tongue.

Poor Eustace was so horrified by this action that he fell to Mr. Shevassue's feet 

and asked his pardon for his irreverence with the most pleading terms and the most pitiful 

protestations, swearing that it was an unexpected convulsion, completely against his will, 

and for which he asked mercy like from the Good Lord. The old man stood him back up, 

more surprised than angry, but barely was he on his feet than he gave him, with the back 

of his hand, on the other cheek, a matching slap, so hard that his five fingers were 

imprinted well enough to be used as a mold.

This time, it became insufferable, and Mr. Shevassue ran to his doorbell to call his 

servants. But the tailor pursued him, continuing the dance, which created a unique scene: 

with each masterful slap he used to thank his protector, the unfortunate man was effusive 

in his tearful apologies and his smothered supplications, which created a hilarious 

contrast with his actions. But in vain did he try to stop his enthusiastic hand, and he 

seemed like a child who holds a large bird by a rope attached to its paw. The bird pulls 

the frightened child toward every corner of the room, and he does not dare to let it fly but 

is not strong enough to stop it. Thus, the unfortunate Eustace was pulled by his hand in 

the pursuit of the district attorney, who made laps around the tables and chairs and 

shouted and cried, outraged with anger and suffering. Finally the valets entered, seized 

Eustace Booterue, and threw him down gasping and faint. Mr. Shevassue, who did not at 
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all believe in white magic, could think of nothing but having been played and mistreated 

by this young man for some reason that he could not explain. He sought out the sergeants 

and handed over his man under the double accusation of murder in a duel and assaulting a 

magistrate in his own home. Eustace did not emerge from his blackout until the squealing 

of the deadbolts opening the cell that he was destined for.

“I'm innocent!” he cried to the jailer who pushed him in.

“Oh, c'mon!” the man replied seriously. “Where do you think you are? We never 

have anyone here who isn't!”

XII

OF ALBERT THE GREAT AND OF DEATH

Eustace had been taken into one of those little rooms in the Chatelet that Cyrano 

said could be taken for a candle under a cupping glass.

“If they gave me,” he added, after having touched all the corners at once with a 

pirouette, “if they gave me this rock clothing as a suit, it is too big. If it's a tomb, it's too 

tight. The lice here have teeth longer than their body and you suffer endlessly from 

gallstones.”

Here our hero could reflect on his misfortune and curse the inevitable help that 

he'd received from the illusionist, who had distracted one of his limbs from his head's 

authority, which inevitably had to result in all sorts of messes. He was greatly surprised 

when he saw the man descend to his cell one day, and ask him in a calm tone how he was 

doing.

“May the devil hang you by your bowels for your damned enchantments, you 
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nasty boaster and sorcerer!” he yelled.

“So then,” responded the other, “am I the reason why you did not come on the 

tenth to lift the charm by bringing me the sum we agreed upon?”

“Ha! And did I know that you needed the money so fast?” said Eustace, a bit less 

loudly. “You who could make gold at will, like the writer Flamel?”

“Not true, not true!” said the other. “It's exactly the opposite! No doubt I've 

attempted that great, inscrutable work, and am on my way to accomplishing it. But I've 

not yet succeeded except in transmuting fine gold into a very good, very pure iron. It's a 

secret also discovered by the great Raymond Lulle at the end of his life—”

“Amazing science!” said the tailor. “So! You've come then to finally take me out 

of here, by god! That's right! And I hardly expected it—”

“That's exactly the problem at hand, my friend! In fact, it's what I intend to 

accomplish: to open the cell door without keys, to enter and leave, and you are going to 

see how that is achieved.”

Saying this, the Bohemian took his book of Albert the Great from his pocket, and, 

by the light of the lantern that he had brought, he read the paragraph that follows:

“HEROIC METHOD THAT WILL SERVE VILLAINS IN ENTERING HOUSES.

“You take the cut-off hand of a hung man, which you must have bought from him 

before he died. You take care to hold it almost closed and plunge it in a copper vase 

containing zinc and saltpeter, with the blubber of a spondillis. You expose the vase to the 

light of a fern and verbena fire so that at the end of fifteen minutes the hand is perfectly 

dry and preserved for a long time. Then, having made a candle with the fat of a sea cow 
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and sesame from Lapland, you grasp the hand around the illuminated candle, and 

wherever you go, holding it before you, the bars will fall, the locks will open, and all the 

people that you encounter will stand completely still.

“This hand thus prepared receives the name of 'hand of glory.'”

“What a wonderful invention!” cried Eustace Booterue.

“Hold on, then. Though you did not sell me your hand, it belongs to me all the 

same, because you did not free it on the agreed day. The proof of this is that once the date 

passed it was driven, by the spirit with which it is possessed, so that I could enjoy it as 

soon as possible. Tomorrow, the court will sentence you to hang. After tomorrow, the 

sentence will be completed and, the same evening, I will gather this coveted fruit and 

prepare it in the necessary manner.”

“No chance!” cried Eustace. “Tomorrow I'll tell the gentlemen the whole 

mystery.”

“Ah! That's good, do that. You will be burned alive for having used magic, which 

will get you used to the devil's roaster. But this won't be, for your horoscope brings the 

noose, and nothing can stop it.”

So the miserable Eustace began to cry so loudly, and to weep so hotly, that it was 

pitiable.

“Oh, there, there my dear friend!” Master Gonin said to him softly. “Why fight 

against destiny?”

“My God, it's easy to say,” sobbed Eustace, “but when death is so close—”

“Ah, well, what is it about death that so surprises you? To me, death is a turnip! 
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'Nothing dies before its time!' says Seneca the Tragic. Are you then the only slave of 

Lady Demise? So am I, and that one, a third, a fourth, and Martin, and Philip! Death has 

respect for no one. She is so bold that she condemns, kills, and takes popes, emperors and 

kings as equally as she does provosts, sergeants and other such scoundrels.

“So, don't distress yourself by doing what everyone else will do later. Their 

condition is more deplorable than yours, for if death is an evil, it's only evil to those who 

have to die. So you have only one more day of this evil, and the majority of the others 

have twenty or thirty years, and more.

“An ancient said, 'The hour that gave you life has already reduced it.' You are in 

death while you are in life, for when you are no longer alive, you are after death. Or, to 

put it better, and to finish: death does not concern you dead or alive, alive because you 

exist, dead because you don't exist any longer!

“I hope this reasoning helps you, my friend, to encourage you to drink this 

wormwood without a grimace, and until then contemplate a beautiful verse from 

Lucretius, the sense being, 'Live as long as you can, you will take nothing from the 

eternity of your death!'”

After these beautiful maxims, refined by the ancients and the moderns, stolen and 

sophisticated in the taste of the century, Master Gonin picked back up his lantern, hit at 

the door of the cell so that the jailor came to reopen it, and the shadows fell back upon the 

prisoner like a blanket of lead.
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XIII

WHERE THE AUTHOR SPEAKS

The people who want to know all the details of Eustace Booterue's trial will find 

the documents in the Memorable Arrests of the Court of Paris, which are at the 

manuscript library and which Mr. Paris will help you find with his customary helpfulness. 

This trial took place alphabetically, immediately before that of the Baron of Boutteville, 

which was also very interesting because of the singularity of his duel with the marquis of 

Bussi, where, to better defy the edicts, he purposely came from Lorraine to Paris and 

fought in the Royal Plaza, at three in the afternoon, and the very day of Easter (1627). 

But this is not the issue at hand here. In Eustace Booterue's trial, there was only the 

question of the duel and the assaults on the district attorney, and not of magic charms that 

caused this mess. But a note appended to the other documents returns to the Anthology of  

Belleforest's Tragic Histories (La Haye edition, since Rouen's is incomplete). It's there 

that the details of this adventure can be found, which Belleforest nicely entitles, “The 

Possessed Hand.”

XIV

CONCLUSION

The morning of his execution, Eustace, whom they'd lodged in a lighter cell than 

the first, was visited by a confessor, who mumbled some spiritual consolations to him in 

the same mode as those of the illusionist, and which had hardly any more effect. He was a 

monk from those good families that always have an abbot child to their name. He had an 

embroidered collar, a beard that was waxed and twisted into a tapering point, and a 
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mustache like those they call a “handlebar,” turned up very gallantly. His hair was curled 

and he spoke a bit throatily to give his voice an affectation. Seeing the priest so flimsy 

and primped, Eustace did not have the heart to confess his guilt, and entrusted his own 

prayers to obtain pardon.

The priest gave him absolution and, to pass the time—since it was necessary to 

wait two hours with the condemned—gave him a book entitled The Tears of the Penitent  

Soul, or the Return of the Sinner to his God. Eustace opened the volume to the place on 

royal privilege, and began to read with much compunction, beginning with, “Henry, King 

of France and of Navarre, to our citizens and our peasants” and so on, until the sentence, 

“to these causes, wanting to treat the aforementioned exhibitor favorably....” There he 

could not prevent himself from melting into tears and gave the book back, saying that it 

was very touching, and that he feared he was too moved to read more. Then the confessor 

took a deck of high quality cards from his pocket and proposed some games to his 

penitent. The priest won a bit of money that Javotte had given Eustace to procure some 

relief. The poor man did not think about the game at all. The loss was not particularly 

appreciable to him.

At two hours, he left the Chatelet, trembling like a little bell, saying mock Our 

Fathers. He was driven to the Augustinian Plaza, between the two arcades forming the 

entrance of Dauphine Street and the head of the Pont-Neuf, where he had the honor of a 

stone gallows. He summoned a bit of firmness on the ladder, for many people were 

watching him, this execution spot being one of the most frequented. Only, before taking 

this great “jump to nothing” we take as much ceremony as possible. The executioner got 
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ready to pass the rope over his neck with as much ceremony as if this were the Golden 

Fleece, for these sorts of people, who practice their profession before the public, 

ordinarily put a lot of skill and even grace into the things they do. Eustace begged him to 

stop a moment so that he could to say two more prayers to Saint Ignatius and to Saint 

Louis of Gonzaga, who he had reserved for last among the other saints since they had 

been blessed just that same year, 1609. But the man replied that the audience had their 

affairs to attend to, and that it was unseemly to make them wait so long for such a small 

spectacle as a simple hanging. The rope that tightened as he pushed Eustace off the ladder 

cut his reply in half.

When all seemed finished and the executioner headed home, Master Gonin went 

up to one of the openings of the Gaillard Castle, which provided one side of the plaza. 

Though the tailor's body was perfectly released and lifeless, his arm soon lifted, and his 

hand fidgeted joyously like a dog's tail upon seeing its master. Because of this, a long cry 

of surprise erupted from the crowd, and those who were already walking away hastened 

back. The people believed the spectacle to be finished, but there still remained an act.

The executioner replanted his ladder, felt the hanged man's legs behind the ankles. 

The pulse no longer beat. He sliced an artery, the blood did not flow out, but the arm 

continued its wild movements all the same.

The red-blooded man was not at all surprised. He began to climb on the corpse's 

shoulder, to the audience's loud hoots. But the hand treated his pimpled face with the 

same irreverence that it had shown to Mr. Shevassue—so well that, swearing to God, the 

man took a large blade that he always carried under his clothes, and in two blows 

71



chopped off the possessed hand.

It made a prodigious leap and fell bloody in the midst of the crowd, which 

dispersed in fright. Then, since they had opened a large passage, it leaped with its fingers 

and soon found itself at the foot of the Gaillard Castle tower. Then, hanging by its fingers 

like a crab on its claws, gripping the cracks in the wall, it climbed to the opening where 

the illusionist awaited it.

Belleforest stops at this unique conclusion and ends with these words: “This 

adventure, annotated, commented, and illustrated, was long the discussion among good 

company, as well as among the working class, who are always avid for strange and 

supernatural stories. But it is perhaps still one of those tales that are good for amusing 

children around the fire, and which must not be taken lightly by serious people with good 

sense.”
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THE GREEN MONSTER

I

THE DEVIL'S MANOR

I am going to speak of one of Paris' oldest inhabitants. He was once called the 

Vauvert devil.

Which is the source of the saying, “It's with the Vauvert devil! Go to the Vauvert 

devil!”

Meaning, “Go away, take a hike.”

The porters generally say “It's at the devil over there!” to express that a place is 

very far away.

That means you'll have to pay exorbitantly for the errand you ask of them. – But 

it's also a vicious and corrupt saying, like many others familiar to the Parisian people.

The Vauvert devil is principally an inhabitant of Paris. He has lived there for 

centuries, if you believe the historians. Sauval, Félebien, Sainte-Foix and Dulaure 

recounted his escapades in depth.

He seems to have first inhabited the Vauvert manor, which was situated where the 

Carthusian ball is held today, at the boundary of Luxembourg and across from the 

Observatory's paths, on Hell Street.

This castle had a bad reputation. It was partly demolished, and the ruins became a 

guest-house for the Carthusian monastery. Jean de la Lune, the nephew of the antipope, 

Benedict XIII, died there in 1414. He had been suspected of having a relationship with a 
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certain demon, who may have been the familiar spirit of the old Vauvert manor. Each of 

the monastery's feudal edifices had, of course, belonged to that devil.

Historians have left us nothing precise on this interesting phase.

The Vauvert devil made the news again in the days of Louis XIII.

For a long time, every night, a great noise was heard, coming from a house made 

of the former convent's remnants. The house's owners had been absent for many years.

The noise frightened the neighbors very much.

They went and told the chief of police, who sent some archers.

The astonishment of these soldiers, hearing the clinking of glasses mingled with 

piercing laughter!

At first they thought it was counterfeiters having an orgy, and judging the number 

of forgers by the noise's intensity, the soldiers went to find reinforcements.

But they still felt the squadron was insufficient. None of the sergeants cared to 

lead his men into the lair. The din seemed like that of an entire army.

Finally, near morning, a sufficient group was amassed, and the troops penetrated 

the house. They found nothing there.

The sun dissipated the shadows.

They searched all day. Then someone conjectured that the sound may have come 

from the catacombs, which were situated beneath this part of town.

While the police made arrangements to enter the cellar, evening came again, and 

the sound returned, louder that ever.

No one dared to go back in this time. It was obvious that the cellar contained 
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nothing but bottles. It must have been the devil, therefore, who set them dancing.

They were content to occupy the sides of the street and to ask the clergy for 

prayers.

The clergy offered a mass of prayers. They even sent holy water in syringes 

through the cellar window.

The sound persisted all the same.

II

THE SERGEANT

A crowd of Parisians filled the neighborhood's surroundings, fearful and asking 

for news.

Finally, a sergeant of the provost-marshal who was bolder than the others offered 

to enter the cellar. In return, he asked for a pension that, in case of death, would go to a 

seamstress named Maggie.

He was a brave man, more in love than gullible. He adored this seamstress, who 

was a well-dressed and very thrifty person—one could even say a bit miserly. She had not 

wanted to marry a simple sergeant, deprived of fortune.

But in earning the pension the sergeant would become another man.

Encouraged by this prospect, he exclaimed that he believed in neither God nor 

Devil, and that he would find a reason for the noise.

“Then what do you believe in?” one of his comrades asked him.

“I believe,” he replied, “in the chief of police and the provost-marshal of Paris.”

It was too much to say in so few words.
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He took his sword in his teeth, a pistol in each hand, and ventured down the stairs.

The most extraordinary spectacle awaited him when he reached the cellar floor.

The bottles were all engaged in a frenetic dance, forming the most graceful 

figures.

Bottles with green seals depicted men, and bottles with red seals depicted women.

There was even an orchestra set up there, on the bottle rack.

The empty bottles resonated like wind instruments, the broken bottles like 

cymbals and triangles, and the cracked bottles sounded something like the penetrating 

harmony of violins.

The sergeant had knocked back a few bottles himself before undertaking the 

expedition. Seeing nothing there but bottles, he felt very reassured and began to dance in 

imitation.

Then, more and more encouraged by the merriment and the charm of the 

spectacle, he picked up a likeable bottle with a long neck. It appeared to be a pale 

burgundy, carefully sealed in red. He pressed it lovingly to his heart.

Frenzied laughter burst from all sides. The surprised sergeant dropped the bottle, 

which shattered into a thousand pieces.

The dance stopped. Cries of dread issued from every corner of the cellar, and the 

sergeant felt his hair stand on end as the spilled wine appeared to form a pool of blood.

The nude body of a woman lay beneath his feet, with blonde hair stretching across 

the earth and soaking in the liquid.

The sergeant would not have feared the devil in person, but this sight filled him 
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with horror. Thinking that, after all, he had to complete his mission, he seized a green-

sealed bottle that seemed to be snickering before him, and he cried, “At least I'll have 

one!”

There was an immense cackling in reply.

But he had climbed the staircase, and showing his comrades the bottle he shouted, 

“Some sprites! You're a bunch of cowards”—he used a stronger word—“to fear going in 

there!”

His words were bitter. The archers dropped into the cellar, where they found only 

a single broken bottle of burgundy. The rest was in its place.

The archers lamented the broken bottle's fate. But, now brave, they emerged each 

with a bottle in hand.

They were allowed to drink them.

The sergeant of the provost said, “As for me, I'm going to keep mine for my 

wedding day.”

They could not refuse him the pension he was promised, so he married the 

seamstress, and—

You think they had a lot of children?

They only had one.

III

WHAT FOLLOWED

The day of his wedding reception, which took place at the Rapée, the sergeant put 

the famous green-sealed bottle between himself and his wife, and he poured the wine for 
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her and him alone.

The bottle was green like mint, the wine red like blood.

Nine months later the seamstress gave birth to a little, entirely green monster with 

red horns on his forehead.

Now, go, you young girls! Go dance at the monastery—on the site of the Vauvert 

castle!

The child grew, if not in virtue at least in height. Two things bothered his parents: 

his green color, and a caudal appendage that at first seemed to be simply the extension of 

his coccyx. But little by little, it began to resemble an actual tail.

They consulted with scholars, who declared that it was impossible to operate on 

the extrusion without compromising the child's life. They added that it was a fairly rare 

case, but there were still examples found in Herodotus and Pliny the Younger. They 

therefore did not intend to use Fourier's system.

As for his color, they attributed it to a predominance of the biliary system. 

However, they tried several caustics to lessen the overly pronounced shade of the 

epidermis, and they managed after a rash of lotions and rub-downs to turn him first 

bottle-green, then sea-green, and finally apple-green. Once the skin seemed to whiten 

completely, but that evening it returned to its shade.

The sergeant and the seamstress could not overcome the grief this little monster 

caused them as he became increasingly stubborn, wrathful and devilish.

The melancholy they suffered drove them to a common vice for people of their 

sort. They became drunks.
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Only, the sergeant never wanted any wine except that from a red seal, and his wife 

only wanted wine from a green seal.

Every time the sergeant was dead drunk, in his sleep he saw the bloody woman 

that had terrified him in the cellar after he had broken the bottle.

The woman said to him, “Why did you press me to your heart, and then sacrifice 

me—when I loved you so?”

Every time that the sergeant's wife spent too much time with the green-sealed 

bottle, in her sleep she saw a large devil, terrifying in appearance. It said to her, “Why are 

you surprised to see me—didn't you drank from the bottle?

“Aren't I your child's father?”

Oh, mystery!

Having reached the age of thirteen, the child disappeared.

His inconsolable parents continued to drink, but they never again saw the terrible 

apparitions that had tormented their sleep.

IV

MORAL

It's thus that the sergeant was punished for his impiety, and the seamstress for her 

avarice.

V

WHAT HAPPENED TO THE GREEN MONSTER

No one ever knew!
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THE QUEEN OF THE FISH

Once there was a little boy and a little girl who sometimes met on the banks of the 

little rivers in the Valois countryside, in the middle of the Villers-Cotterêts woods. The 

boy's uncle, a lumberjack named Twist-Oak, forced him to gather dead wood. The girl's 

parents sent her to catch little eels that the season's subsiding waters allowed her to 

glimpse in the silt. Having nothing else better to eat, she also had to reach between the 

stones for crawdads, which were very plentiful in some spots.

But the poor little girl, always bent over with her feet in the water, saw how the 

fish squirmed after she took them from the river. She was so sympathetic to the animals' 

suffering that most of the time she put them back. She only took home the crawdads, who 

often pinched her fingers so hard they drew blood, which made her less charitable.

The little boy, on his side making bundles of dead wood and boots of heather, 

often found himself the victim of Twist-Oak's reproaches, either because he had not 

brought home enough or because he had been too busy chatting with the little fishergirl.

There was one day of the week when the two children never met. What day was 

it? The same day, no doubt, that the Melusine fairy changed herself into a fish, and that 

the princesses of the Edda transformed themselves into swans.

The day after one of these days, the little lumberjack said to the fishergirl: “Do 

you remember that yesterday I watched you pass by, there in the waters of Challepont, 

with all the fish forming a procession... even the carps and the pikes? And you yourself 

were a beautiful red fish, with sides of gleaming golden scales.”
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“I remember it well,” said the little girl, “because I saw you, too, standing on the 

banks of the water. You looked like a beautiful green oak, and your topmost branches 

were of delicate gold. And all the trees of the wood bowed to the ground for you.”

“That's right,” said the little boy, “I dreamed that.”

“I dreamed it, too. But how did we meet each other in the dream—?”

At that moment, the discussion was interrupted by the appearance of Twist-Oak. 

He smacked the boy with a large club and reproached him for not having collected a 

single bundle of wood.

“And at any rate,” he added, “didn't I tell you to twist off the weaker branches and 

add them to your bunches?”

“It's just that the forest ranger would put me in prison if he found fresh wood in 

my bundles,” said the boy. “And besides, when I tried to do what you wanted, I heard the 

tree groan in pain!”

“Like me,” said the little girl. “When I carry fish in my basket, I hear them sing so 

sadly that I throw them back in the water. Then I'm beaten at home!”

“Shut up, you little phony!” said Twist-Oak, who seemed to have been drinking. 

“You distract my nephew from his work. I know who you are, with your pointed pearly 

teeth—you're the queen of the fish! But I know that I can catch you on a certain day of 

the week. You'll perish in the net—in the net!”

Twist-Oak's drunken threats were soon realized. The little girl found herself netted 

as the red fish that fate forced her to become on certain days. Fortunately, when Twist-

Oak made his nephew help take the net from the water, the boy recognized the beautiful 
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red fish with golden scales that he had seen while dreaming. He knew it was the 

unwitting transformation of the little fishergirl.

He dared to defend her against Twist-Oak, and even kicked him with his clogs. 

The furious man grabbed him by the hair in an attempt to knock him down, but he was 

surprised to find great resistance. The child held his feet to the ground with such force 

that his uncle could not knock him down or lift him up. He tried twisting the boy this way 

and that, but the boy would not budge.

Just as the child's strength was almost vanquished, the trees of the forest trembled 

with a dull sound. The quivering branches let the wind whistle through the wood, and the 

roar repulsed Twist-Oak, who withdrew to his shed.

He reemerged quickly, menacing, terrible and transfigured like one of Odin's sons. 

A Scandinavian hatchet gleamed in his hand, threatening the trees, like Thor's hammer 

smashing  the rocks.

The young prince of the forests had figured out his royal lineage, which his uncle, 

the usurper, had tried to hide. The trees protected him, but only with their mass and their 

passive resistance.

In vain, the shrubs and the buds entwined on all sides to stop Twist-Oak in his 

tracks. He had called his fellow lumberjacks, and they carved a path through these 

obstacles. Trees that had been sacred since the days of the Druids fell before their 

hatchets and axes.

The queen of the fish had lost no time. She had gone and thrown herself at the feet 

of the Marne, the Aisne, and the Oise, the three great neighboring rivers, and begged 
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them to stop Twist-Oak and his companions. If they did not, the clear cut forests would 

no longer trap the clouds that form the rains that flow into the streams, the rivers and the 

ponds. The springs themselves would dry up, no longer spouting water to nourish the 

rivers. The fish would quickly die, along with the forest creatures and birds.

Together, the three rivers overflowed. As Twist-Oak and his terrible lumberjacks 

continued to destroy the trees, still trying to reach the young prince of the forests, the 

ground flooded. The deluge did not cease until the assailants were completely destroyed.

***

It was thus that the prince of the forests and the queen of the fish could start back 

up with their innocent chats.

They were no longer a little lumberjack and a little fishergirl, but a Sylph and an 

Ondine. And, later, they were united in marriage.
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